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| ADVERTISEMENT 


READER 


; A long Preſeri prion time out 

- of mind, the next Leafe "— 
the Title Page claims an 
TSiirrih to the Reaven; [ 
i bad the Project once in my own 
| thoughts roo : But the Market is ſo 
: abominably foreſtalld already with 

| all manner of excuſes for E renting | 

that I could not poſſi bly contrive one, 
v " BP t 't 


mw” "The Epi: 
that would look any thing New ? 
eAndbeſedes 1 never found, amongſt 


all the EeisTLEs #bat T have 


read, that the beſt Rethorick in'em 


could perſwade me to have a better 


opinion of the Books for T heir ſakes : 
1 am apt to believe the reſt of Man- 
kind much of my humour in this par- 
zicular, and theref:re do bere ex- 


poſe theſe few Reſults of my many 


Idle bours, to the mercy of the wide 


VDVorld, quite guiltleſs of Addreſs 


% Ceremony. And that Reader, 
Eo will not believe 1 bad ſome to. 
tolerable 


to the Reader. 
2 | lerable Reaſon for This Publica- 
ft | tion,cannot give me much diſturbance, 
e | becauſe I 'me ſure be is not at all ac- 


; | quainted with 


bs 
=> 


April 10. 1674- 


TO HIS 

W ortny Friend | 
Mr. THOMAS FLATMAN 

on the publiſhing of bis Poems. 


| : © | 
Jtink, , thou art not well advis'd my Friend - | 
To bring thy ſpriteley Poems on the ſtage, 
Now, when the 24uſes Empire” Sat anend, 
And there's noneleft that feel Poetic rage, - 
Now Cowley s dead, the glory of the age,, 
And all the leſſer ſi inging birds are ſtary'd ith? 
cage. 
'*II | 
Nor was3t well done, to permit my Buſh 


' Ny Holly Buſh, to hang before thy Wine _ 
For friends Applauſes are not worth a Ruſh, 


Anfl every A can get a gilded fi igne. 
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In troth, I haveno faculty at praiſe, 


. My Buſh is very full of thorms, tho it ſeems Bays, 


IIL 


When I would praiſe, I cannot find a Ryme, 
Bat if T have a juſt pretence to rail, 

They come in numerous throngs at any time , 
Their Everlaſtiog fountains never fail , 

They come in troops and for employment pray, 
If Thave any wit, it lyes only that way. 


IV. 


But yet Ile try, if thou wilt rid thy mind 

Of thoughts of Rhyming, and of writing well, 
And Bend thy ſtndies to another kind, 

I mean in Craft and Riches to excel, 

If thou deſert thy friends and better wine, 
And pay(t no more attendance on the weedyNine. 


V. 


Fl 
& 


Goand renounce thy Wit and thy good parts : | 
Wit and good parts great Enemies to wealth, 

And barter Honeſty for more thr; vine Arts, 
Prize Gold, before a good name, eaſe, and health. 
Anſwer the Dog and Bottle, and maintain 
There's great Eaſe in agoak, and freedome in a 


chain. 
Rom & 
Fle love thee now when this is done, Ile try 
To fing thy praiſe, and force my honeſt Muſe to ly. 


VV arrer Po PE. 


O N THE 
Excritent PoOrms 
OF MY | 
Moſt V V orthy Friend 
Mr, THOMAS FLAT MAN: 


"Ou happy 1ſne of a happy wit, 
« As ever yet in charming numbers writ , 


Welcome into the Light,and may we be 
Worthy ſo happy a Poſterity:. 


{ Wee long have wiſh't for ſomething Eta zt > 
ut ne're till now knew rightly what i it mcant- 


- & For though wee have been gratifi'd 'tis true, 


FromSeveral hands with things both fixe and zews 
The Wits muſt pardon meifI profeſs £ x 
That till this time the over-teeming preſs c 
Ne're ſet out Poeſy in ſotrue a dreſs : 

Nor is it all,to haye a ſhare of wit , 


There muſt be Judgment too to manage it; 5 


For m_ 5 like a rough, but ready Horſe 


Whoſe 


Whoſe mouth is govern'd more by ſkz/than forces 
Wherein ( my Freind ) you do a vary own, 

If not particular to you alone , 

Yet ſuch at leaſt as to all eyes POW: 

Your Pegaſus the belt pertormes his Ayres. 
Your 24uſe can humor all her ſubjects ſd, 

That as we read we do both feel and know; 

And the moſt firm impenetrable breaſt I 
With the ſame paſſsz that you writ's pollcit 
Your /ize areRules,which who ſhall well obſery_ 
Shall even in their errors praiſe deferve- 
The boyling youth, whoſe blood is all on fire, 
Puſh't on by Vanity, and hot defire, 

May learn ſuch conquCt here,men may approve 
And not excuſe, but eyen appland his love. 

Ovid who made an ART of what to a!!, 

Is in it ſelfe but #00 too natural, 

Had he but read your ver/ſe,might there have ſeen 


The ſtile of which his Precepts ſhould have been 
And ( which it ſeemes he knew not )learn't from | 


thence. To *+ 


Fee» 


To reconcile frailty with Innocence. 


The Love you write, Virgins and Boyes may read 


And never be debancht but better bred, 


For without love Beauty would bear no price, 


And aulnejs than deſire” 5 A greater vice, 
Tour greater ſubje&ts with ſuch force are writ 


So full of 8inewy ſtrength, as well as wit, 


I hat when you are Religions, our Divines 


May emulate, but not reprove your lines, 
And when zox reaſon, there the learned Crew 
May learn tg ſpeculate and ſpeake from you. 
Tox NO prophane, no obſcene language uſe 

To ſmut zonr paper or defile your Ataſe, 

Your gayelt things, as well expreſt, as meant 
Are equally both @xecizt, and Innocent. 

But zoxr Pindarick Odes indeed are ſuch, 
That Pindar's Lyre from his own skillful touch 
Nee yeilded ſuch an Harmony nor yet 
Verſe keep ſuch time on fo uncqual feet 
© by his own genzrous confeſſion 


| 
| 


Great 


" Great Taſſo by Guarini was out done 
And (which in Coppying ſeldome does befal ) 
The E@ype's better than th' Original. 

But whilſt zowr FameT labour to ſend forth, 
By the ill doing jt Icloud your worth, 
In ſomething all mankind unhappy are 
And you as worta/too muſt have your ſhare 
'Tis your misfortune to have found a freind, 


Who hurts & injures where he would commend* 
But let #h7s be your comfort, that your Bayes PE 
Shall flouriſh green, mauger an ill conch't Praiſe 


Cnuarkles Corron, 


TO MY 
Friis mn D 
Mr. THOMAS FLAI MAN 
upon the publication of bis 
POEMS. 


EL 
S when 4 Prinee his Standard do's ere, 
And calls his Subjettsto the Feild : 

From ſuch as Early take his fide, 

And readily obedience yeild z 

He is inſtructed where he may ſuſpe@ ; 
And where he ſafely may confide; 
So Mighty Friend | > 
That you may ſce. 


| ; A perfect Evidence of Loyalty ; 
. No buline(s I pretend, _ 
(a) 


My ſelf diſengage 


| From all the Incumbrances of humane life 
| From nouriſhing the ſinfy} peoples ſtrife, 
wit |  Andall th' infirmities of age. 
> 


Il. 


oo Domeſtique eare, the minds incurable diſcaſe, 
|| ThatCtillthelaſt Emperiment Jexpedts no eaſe, 
| Dependance to the only thing 
| That next to God, and (his Amoynted here) the | 
King ) 

I will (if poſlible)) forget: ; 

; My thoughts 1 will in order ſets 
My faſt Allegiance I am bound to ſhow ; 
/-nd ( though 1 cannot quite diſſolve the debt;) : : 


Lmuſt acknowledge what I ow, 


; I1L L 


Fur FRO alas! will onr defire avail , 
When adtive ({trength and vigour fail? 


'Tis 


'Tis well thow haſt morePotentCombetants,than 
That may protect thy Imortality, 
If Envy that Attaqu'es the beſt of things 
And intg Rigid queſtion brings 
The molt undoubted Regilters of Fame ; 
If Envy ſhall allault thy white & ſpotleſs 
name, 
Their whole Artillery let chem - © AY : 
Their Peirceing) wit and murd” ring Eloquence,. 
| ' Noble: conceit and Man] y Sence,, | 
Charming Number let then ſhine, 
And dazle dead in every line 
The molt malicious of thy: Focs. 
Though Hell it ſelf ſhould offer to oppoſe, "Mp 
IL 4 thy decrepit Subjeat) only can Reſigne _ - 
The little life of Art isleft ,to.Ranſome thine: - 
Ifa Dart I may prevent, Cr” 
Which at thy repute. was meant 3 3. 
Let them all direct " 7 HT = + M 


4 p 
$4 + 


By dying 1 in this Holy War, 
@ 2) 
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1 poſſibly may-ſbare, | | 
By accident in thy Infallible Eternity. 


IV, 


But Mighty Friend! 
(Before it be too late ) 
Let us a while expoſtulate. 
What Heat of Glory call'd thee on 
Thy learned Empire toextend, 
Beyond the limits of thy Vaſt Dominion? 
At home already thou wert crown'd with 
Bayes: (to raiſe. 
Why <do'ſt thou forreign Trophies ſeek 
Poets Arcana s have of Government. 


And though the Homagers of. thine owne Cont. 


ment, 
_* Outofa Senſe of duty doſubmit., 
Yet Printing ( Sir) a jealous fear creates , 
And ſhews aTaid deſign 
Unto the Neighbouring Potentates 
| "> Then 


| Then into all thy ſeeret Arts they pry? 
And weigh each Circumſtance of pol; 
Offenſeve and Defenſive Leagues they twine, 
In Councells and Cabals they fir 
Induſtrioufly they all Combine 
Againſt the #n:verſal Monarchy of wit, 


{Dy 


Hence then prepare for an Invaſion : 
Not from any Exr9pean civiliz'd Nation. 


h | They differ only circumitantrally, 

" Concerning nicetics in Poeſy ; 

c And all allow thy Art, Order, and Rules of De+ 
CEency, | iz 


We all agree in principles, nere was yet 
A perfet# Beanty or un-erring Wit, 


AL 


Ah Freind ! I fear the Barbarous, 
( The Ivfidel wnletter d Crew | mean ) 
(a3) That 
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That ofno wit approve, but what k profanc ar els 
obſcene | 
© © Theſe by far out number us, 
And by Hoſtility.poſlef 
The Worlds much greater part, 
LikeMahumetausthemſelves,they openiy profeſs 
The Common Enemies oft our Beleife and Art , 
Iftheſe ſhould an advantage take ! 
And on thy Glory depredation make, 
You muſt ſubmit to the Unhappineſs, 
The Vulgar,meaſure Arts(like Valeur Yby Unceeſs 
| If the 'Battel be not won | 
If the Author do not ſel! ; 
Into their dull capacities it will nqt Sink, 
They cannot with deliberation think 


How brave! y the Commander led them or, 

Nor wherein the Books was written well: 

( When tisa thing impoſſible to do, _) 

He cannot find his Ar-zy courage( Sir) nor you 

Your Reader sLearning,Wit, and Judgment too. 
| "YY 


TO \HIS$ 


EsTEEMEDL FRLIEND 


Mr. THOMAS FLATMAN 


upon the publiſhing of bis 
POEMS. 


Our Poems ( Freind ) come on the publick 


Stage 

Ina Debauch'd, and a Cenſorious Age; 

Where nothing now is counted Standard Wit, 

| But what's Prophane, Obſcene, or 's Bad 2s it, 

For onr great Wits, like Ga/ants of the Times, 

c And ſuch they are ) Court only thoſe Looſe 
Rhimes, 

Which like their 2diſſes Patch't and Paintedare; 

But ſcorn what Vertuous is, and truely Faire 

Such as your A/xſe is, who with Careful Art 

3 Forall but ſuch, hath wiſely fram'd a Parr. 

EE (a 4) One 


One while (methinks ) Under ſome ROY 
Shade | 
I ſee the Melancholly Lover Laid , 
Pleaſing himſelf in that hisPenfive Fit 
With what you have an ſuch Occaſion writ, 
Another while ( me thinks ) I ſeem to Hear 
'Mongſt thoſe, who ſometimes will unbend their 


Care. 
And teal themſelves out from the bufie Throug ' 
Your pleaſant Songs in ſolemne Conſort Sung, 
Again ( me thinks ) I ſee the grave Divine 
Lay by his other Books, to Look on thine, 
And from thy ſerious and Divire Review 
See what our duty is, and his own too. 
Yet worthy Freind you can't but Gueſſe what 
doome 
Islike to paſs on what you've writ by ſome 
But there are others, now your Book Comes forth, 


Who (Tam Sure)will prize it as'tis worth, 
| | Who 


ho know it fully fraught with Staple ware ,, 
Such as the works of the brave Cowly are, 
And 'mongſt our rareſt Engliſh Poems, Thine 
ext unto Hir,immortally ſhall ſhine, 


Ric. NewcouRT. 


TO MY-: 
WorTay Fatent 


Mr. THOMAS FLATMAN,,/ | 
upon the publi ing of bis 
| POEMS. 


 Ude, and unpoliſht as my lines can be, 
I muſt ſtart forth into the world with Thee. 
That which, yet Private, did my wonder raiſe 
. Now ''tis made Publige'” challenge's my prayle : 
Such Miracles thy Charming Verſe can do, 
Where *cre it goes, It draw's me with it too. 
This isa kind of Birthday tothy Muſe ! 
Tranſported with dclight I cannot chuſe 
- But bid Her Welcome to the Light, and tell, 
How much I value what is writ ſo well ; 
Tho' Thou reap'ſt no advantage by my Rhime, 
More than a Taper helps the Day to ſhine, 
| The 


hus is dx/{Pompe do's th' Ewpty Coach atteud 
o pay reſpeCtt to ſome departed fieind / 
The difference of Regard inthis doe's ly, 4 
bat Honours Dn(#, Mine That which cannot Dy: 
or what can blaſt the labours of thy Pen. 

While wit, and vertue are allow'd by men? 

Thou entertein'ſt the world with ſuch a feaſt, 


So cleanly and ſoelegantly dre'ſt, 

Soſtord with laudable varieties 
-. Jas may a modeſt Appetite ſuftice z 
Who ever is thy Gueſt is ſure to find 
Something or other that may pleaſe his mind - 

Sometimes in Pions Flame thy Muſe aſpires 

Her boſome warm'd with ſupernatural fires ;_ 
In noble flights with Pindar, ſoar's above ; 
Dallie's ſometime with'mot-indecent Love, 
Thence down into theGrave doe's humbly creep 
And renders Death defirable as Sleep. ; 
The Debnonair, the Melancholy Heer 
Find matter for their mirth, eaſe for their Care" 
Eaſic 


Eafiethy Verſe, Clean thy Conceptionsare , 
Neither too prottd,,Nor too familiar. 

Since ſuch Proviſion's made for all that come 
Hemiuſt be ſaweaniſh that goe's Empty home ; 
If Theſ: RefeFions cantiot do him good, 
Tis 'cauſe his fomack s Vitiows, not the Food. 


Francis KnoLL rs. 


pe 7 - 
D rar Friend 
Mr. THOMAS FLAT MAN 
upon the publication of bis 
POEMS. 
' PINDARIQUE ODE. 
$, " [thin the haunted thieket, where 
The fcatherd Chorifterr are met to play z 
And celebrate with voices clear, 
And. accent fwects, the praiſe of May - 
The Onzel, Thruſh, and ſpeckled. Lark, 
And Philowel, that loves the dawn and dark : 
"ay Thelſc ( the inſpired throng ) 
| In numbers ſurooth,;and flirong 
$ Adorn their noble Theme withan immortal Song, 
While, woods, and vaults, the brook and neigh” 
$S bouring hill, | 
J Repcat the varicd eloſe,and the oth Trill 
Here 
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i. 


Here feaſt your ears, but letyour £je { 
Wander, and ſce one ofthe leſſer frie; 
' Under aleaf, oronadanceing twig , 

; || ' Ruffle Ins painted feathers, and look big, 
of Pirk ap his tayle; and hop between, 
i; The boughs ; by aoving, only to be ſeen, 
I: Perhaps his troubled brtaft he prumes A L 
iy | 2 As he doth meditate on his tunes + © 
—_ At laſt ( compoſ' ) his little head hereats, 
Towards(what he ſtrives'to imitate,) the 


Sphears , 
T: 2 \ And chirping then begins his beſt, 
i8 Falls onto Pipe among the reſt ; 
Fi - Deeming that al/'s not worth a ruſh Tk 
| if | Wighout his whiſtle from the baſſ. 
| | _ > 


Thi barmonions ſound did reach my ear, 
n oy i | Tp Which 
e 


{| Which all muſt'know,;who e're did hear, 


.The ſound came from each corner of the wood ; 


And my drowſy Muſe awak't 


*That eccho'd Thy clear naine, 


Of Cowley or Orinaa's fame «. 

I heard the Genius, with ſurprizing grace, 
Would vifit us with his fair off (pring, gay 
As is the morning Spring in Aay ; 


Bur fairer much and of zz1wortal race - 


IV. 
Delighted greatly, as 1 /iſtning (tood, 


It both the ſhrubs, and Cedars ſhak't 5 


Strange, that the ſound ſhould be fo (brill, 
- That had its paſ/age through a nz. 
Then Ircfolv'd Thy praiſes to rehearſe, 
The wonders of Thy Pex, among the Croud 
Cfthy learn'd Freinds that feng ſo loud : 
But 'twas not to beſaxg, or reacht in verſe. 
| By 
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For all that Lying Greece and Latium t00 
Have told us of, Thow-(only Thox) mak'lt trace 
And all the Afiraclegwhich they could ſhow, 
Remain no longer Faith; but Science now , 
Thou doſt thoſe chings that noman reſfe durſt do, 
Thou Paintift the 1;ghtming and the Thunder tool 
The Soxl and Voice! 

Thou't-make Twrkr, Jews, with Romani [! 


T 
p 
1 

7 
. 


conſent, | | 
To Break the Second Acc Adis 4 ol 
And them perfwadean Hetvrationgivin © © 4 


In Pi&x+rc;,will as Gtatefal be roHeavin 
A: one iti Berre, Th Att is in Exteſyy 
But yetthy ingenuity makes it teſ77* 
With reiund Percil thou doſtall Gut fine 
 Inspe akin Biff ure, Porfy Divine. * 
Poets, Creiwos: are! "YOu make us Know - 
Thoſe are'4bove, and 'Drezdthoſe'are Bulow'; -*/ 
Bur tis no Wonderyoufach things can Dare 
That Partier, Poet, and A*'r2ophe; wire. 
ES. eb The 


eo 


p. [IE 


The Starrs themſelves, think it no Scorn tobe 


Plac'd, and Directed ititheir Way by Thee. 


Met Knowſt their Virtue.,and their Scituation, 


-.þ 


'df Yogts, 


ſame Kin 


ak 


iy gfe 
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f 


arth ; 


As wherithey gave thee firſt thy Happy | Birth! [ 
The ſober'sarurne: 4jpers, Cinthia bright, . ” 
Refigning Hers, to give us thy New Tabs. 
Fhe Gent16 Pers Roſe with MerewtY, © 

'T Preſage of Softneſ7 in hy Poeſy) 
And Jove, and Mats in Amicable Av | 
Do ſtill give Spirit to thy Polifo'd Line. | 


PThioh mayſt Jo what thou wilt without rontron!; ; 
Onely thy ſelf and Heaw'n can Paint th: Jy Soul, 


Franc, Berna rD. 
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To the memory of the incompa- 
robe On1NDA 
Pindarique ode... 
- Sane Xt 7 


| Long Adjea to all that's bright =? 
A Noble or brave in woman-kind 5 
>” To allthe wonders of their wit, - 
© And Tropbicsof their mind; 
The glowing heat of ti holy.fire is gone: 
Totk Altar,whence "'rwas kindledgflowns, 
There's nought on earth, but aſhes left behind : 
- F'r figce the amazing ſound was ſpread 
| orinda's deads 
: v Every 


POEMS. 
Every ſoft and fragrant word, 
EI Allthatanguagegould afford ; # 5 
© Everyſiighand lofty-thing = > \; 
That's wont to ſet the Soul on wing, 
NoTonger with this worthlefsworkdwould ftay- 
Thus, when the death of the great Paz was told, 
Alongthe ffivrethie diſmal tidings rol'd; 
ThelefſepGods their Fangsforſook, 
= Confounded withthe mighty ttroke, 
They could not over live that fatal day, 
But ſigh'd & groan'd their gaſping 0racles away. | 
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How rigid are the Lawsof Fate! 
And how ſevere that black decree ! 
- No ſublunary thing is free, 
Burall muſt enter th' Adawanzine Gate :: 
Sooner, or later muft we come: 
To Natures dark retiring Roonr: 
And yet *tis pity, Is it not > 


: 
a1 
! 
iq 
| 
| 


_ The 


P'0 E MS. 3 
TheLearned, as the Fool ſhogtd die, 


{.-;. One,sfullas low, as-t.otherhigh 3 
Together blended inthe general lat | -- 


Diſtinguiſscoply fiom.che common Cxoud 


By an hing d Ceffin.0r a Helland Shrond,... glows 
Tho Fameand Honour ſpeak them ne's {o- loud: 
Alas Orinda} even Tho |... . 


Whaſe happy Verſe wade others live,'.... 
And certain Im ? I SIVE, 24, 


Blaſted are all thy. hloomiog glories you: et 
3%. The Lawelmithersopecbobraw 4-4 : 
Methinks it ſhould diſturb Thee. -t9 conceive 
That when oor ;1,: thizartleGibreath xeGgn,”/ 
My an; enlarecmychoſAobipa thine! 
17 © Tarn >ifs [> IT 

'Too foon we [anguiſhwith dere, 
Of what we never could egnagiradmine;. 97 ith 
;Qa th'billaws of, 1-6 

'»- 3 Sodangerouſly high, 
We areto Heaven too nigh : 


| W975! » B 2 * When 
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 Whenallin' rage ;' 
| (Grown hoary with one minute's age.) 
The' very ſclt-ſarve fickle wave , 
Which the encrancing Proſpett gave | 
Swolntoa Mountain finks into a'Ofzve. 
Too happy Mortals ifthe'powers above, 
As merciful would be, © 
And cafie to preſerve thething we love, 
_ As inthe giving they ate free! 
Fut they too oft delude our wearied eyes, 
They fix a flewing' ſword twixt us and Paradiſe | 
A weeping evening blur's a fmiling day, 
Yet why ſhonld heads of gold have feet of Clay? 
Why ſhould the man'that wav'd th' 4lwighty 
| Thatledthemmtinuring _ (wand, | 
\1 By Pillar and by Cloud, 
© hivering a top of Acry Piſgab ſtand 


Oaly to fee > but never,never tread the Promir'd 
x (Land 


Throw! 


; * | 4 


IV. 
Throw your ſwords and gantlets by 
You daring Sons of War! 
Youcannot purchaſe c're you die 
One honourable ſcar, 
Since that fair hand that guilded all your Bayſe; 
That in Hero'ck numbers wrote y our praiſe, 
That you might ſafely ({leep in Honours bed, 
It ſelf alas is wither'd, cold, and dead, . . 
Cold and dead are all thoſe charmes 
'. That burriſhe your viſtorious arms z 
Thoſe uſeleſs things hereafter muſt 
\l Bluſh firſt in blood, and then in ruſt ? 
No oil, but that of her ſmooth words can ſerve, 
Weapon and Warriour to preſerve. 
Expet no more from this Dull Age 
Bat folly, or Pottick rage, 
Short-liv 'dnothings of the ſtage, 
Vented to day, and cry'd tomorrow down; 
With her the foul of Poefie is gone, 


83 - Gone, 
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or >- while" 6ur expectations flew 
"As high a bitch, as ſhe has done, 

Exhar dto Heaven like early dew, 

Betimes the litflethining drops are flown. | 


Ere th'drowhe world perceiy 'd that Hanna was 
Z - (come down, 


You of the AY would be fair, 
Exceeding lovely, hither come, 
Would you be pure as Angels are, 
- Come drefs you by Orinda's Tomb, 
And leave your flattering glaſs at home, 
Within that marble Mirror lee, 
| How one day ſuch as ſhe 
You muſt, and yet alas / can never be! 
Thiok on the heights of that vaſt Sou], 
And then admire, and then condole , 
Think on the wonders of her generous Pen, 
Twas ſhe made Pompey truely Great ; 
' Neither the purchaſe of his ſweat. / 


Nor yet Cornelia's kindneſs made him live again | 
With 
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With envy think, whento thegrave you go, _ 
How very little muſt be ſaid of you, - 


8 Since all that can befſaid of vertuous Woman was 
L | | IE Cher due. 


th. 


E The: Review.” 
Pindarique Ode to Dr. W. S. 
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| Hen firſt Iſtept intottyalluring Maze 
"Totread the world's myſterious ways, 
Alas! Thad norguide. nor cluc, 
No 4riadne lent her hand, 
Not one of YVertze's Guards did bid me [tand,- 
- Or ask'tme What I meant todo, 
Or whither I would go+ - 
This Lab'rinth ſo pleaſant did appear, 
Ioſt my ſelf with much content, 
5 Infinite hazards underwent, 
| Out ſtrageled Homer eeraſty Wanderer, 
5 Andrten years morethan he, in fruitleſs Travels 
ſpent ; | B 4 The 


POEMS 
' The one half of my Life is gone, 
The ſhadow the Aeridiar paſt x 
Death's difinal even drawing on, 
Which will with damps and miſts be overcaſt , 
5, _ _ AnEvening., that will ſurely come ,-* 
Tis time, high time to give my ſelf the welcome 
5s ( —_ 


Had I but heartily believ'd , 
That all the'Rgyal Preacher ſaid, was true, 
: ;- - When firſt Tentred onthe Stage, 
And vanity-ſo hotly did purſue ; 
_ Convinc'tby his experience, not my age 
 »  T had my ſelflong ſinceretriev'd,. 
; ſhould havelet.the Cartain down, 
: Before the fools part had'þegun - | 
Butl cl croughou the tedious play.have been 
- Concern'd in every bufie Scenes + 
Tootoo inquiſitiveI try'd ;. 
Now this, anon another Face, 
And thenathird, more odd, took place , 
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_  Wasevery thing, but what wax, . 
Such was my Protean folly, ſuch my pride 
Befool'd through all the Tragy- Comedy, 

Where others met with bifling) to expett a Plaw- 
| 11h " Co 
' Thad amind the Paſtoral to prove, 
STS Searching for happineſs in Love, 
And finding Yexus painted with a Dove, 
A little naked Boy hard by, | 
The Dove, which has no gall, 
The Boy no dangerous arms at all ; 
They dothee wrong (great Love) ſaid T, 
Much wrong, great] Love! ſcarce had1 
Jon! into my unwary boſome came (ſpoke 
| Aninextinguiſhable flame : 
From fair Amire'seyes the lightening broke, 
| That left me,more than Thund er-ſiroke 3 
She carries tempeſt in that lovely name : 
" «Love's mighty, and tumultuous pain 
Diſorders Nature like an Hurricane, 
Es; | Yet 
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Yet could nt I believe ſuch ſtotms could be, 
WhenT lanch't forth to Sea z 
Promis'd my ſelta calm, and eafte way, 
ThoughThad ſeen before, 
Piteous ruins on the ſhore, | 
And onthe naked beach Leanider breathleſs lay. 
I'v. 
\ Toextricate my ſelf from Love 
Which 1 could Hl obey, but worfe command , 
Itook my Pencils in my hand, 
With that Artillery for Conqueſt ſtrove, 
' Like wiſe Pigmalion then didT 
My ſelf deſign my Deity ; 
_ Mademy own Saint,made my ownShrine: 
If ſhe did frown, one daſh could make her fmile, 
All bickerings one cafie ſtroak conld: reconcile, - * 
Flatofeign'd no 1des fo divine - 
Thus did Tquiet many a froward day, * 
While in my eyes my Soul did play, 
Thus did the time, and thus my ſelf beguile; - 
| , Till 


3 


<2 


Till on a day, but then I kney not why, 
__AtearfalFnfrommy cy, 
Waſh't out my Saint, my Shrine, my Deity : 
Prophetique chance ; thelines are gone, 
And1 muſt mourn o're what I doted on 
I find even Giotto's Circle has not all perfetion 
Keogs V. 
To Poetry I then inclin'd'; 
Verſe that emancipatesthemind, 
Verſe thatunbendstheSoul z 
| That Amuylet of fi ickly fame, 
 _- Verſethatfremwizd articulates Name; . 
Verſe for both fortunes fit,to ſmile & to condole. 
_ *ErelI had Tong thetryal made, 
A ſerious thought made me afraid> 
For I had heard Parnaſſus facred Hill, | 
Was ſo prodigiouſly high, 
Its barren up ſo near the Skiez 
The ther there 


So very pure, fo ſubtle, and ſo rare, 
'T would 
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; 'Twould a Cameleon kill 
| The beaſt that is all lungs, and feeds on aire : 
4 Poets the higher up that Hill they go, 
| Like Pilgrims, ſhare the lefs of what's below - 

| '* Hence tis they go repining on, 
'F And murmure more than their own Helicow. 
T heard them curſe their ſtars in ponderous Rhimes, 
-- And in grave numbers grumble at the times ; 
Yet where th'llluſtrious Cowley led the way , 
] 1 thought | It great diſcretion thereto go aſtray, 

WW 

| From liberal arts, to the lizigious Law, 

Obedicuce, not ambition did me draw ; g 

I look't at awful Quoife, and ſcarlet Gown 
Through others opticks not my own; 
EY Unty the Gordian krot that will, 
I ſee no Rhetorick at all 
In them that learnedly can brawl, 
| And fill with mercenary breath the {patious Hall; 
Let me be peaceable, let me be all: 


The 


The ſolitary Tisbite heard the wind, 
With ſtrength and violence combin'd, 
That rent the Mountains and did make 
| . The folid Earth's foundations ſhake , 
He faw the dreadful fire,$ heard the horrid noiſe 
| But found whathe expetted in the ſeal ſtil voice. 
VII. 
Nor bere did my unbridled fancy reſt , 
Bue I muſt try | 
A pitch more high, 
. Toread the ſtarry language of the Eaſt ; 
And with Caldean Cariolity 
' Preſum'd to ſalve the Riddles of the Skie; 
Impatient till I knew my doom, 
Dejeted till the good dire&ion come, 
I rippt up Fate's forbidden womb, 
Nor would I ſtay till it brought forth 
An cafieand anatoral birth; © 
 _ But wasſolicitous to know 
The yet miſhapenEebrio, 
| ( Prepo- 
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- -f Prepolterqus wn) 
Without the (ora Vidwifry. of ties : 
Fond man ! as ifto9 little grief were given 
On egrth;draws downingvietiaestromHeaven; 
Permits himſelf yinh fear i@benamantd, > | 

His very heart hegins to fail , 

Is frighted attheviriting ofthe hand; - ; 5< 
Which yet nor gt :Horall hilearn'd Magicians 


"A (underitand, 


> #2 
Lag, . , 


viTt” 
And now at laſt what's therefitft ofall > | 
Should the ftrict 4udi+come, | 
Andtor th'Accompt too early call; 


A'num'rous heap of Otel Wor be found the 
(total ſum 


When eat ontts Ae ſhall plow 
The delicate &zwiras brow,  - 
And draw his furrows deep and-long, 
What batdy youth ishe 
Will 


POEMS. 
Will after that a Reaper be, 
Orfingthe harveſt Song ? 

And'what is Verſe, but aneffeminate vent 
Either of Luſt ox Diſcontent? _ | 
Colours will Gowns andaligheir glories dic, 
Invented onely.to deceive.the eye; /._- 
| AndhethatwilyLay does love, -; .. 
_- Muchmore of Serpert has.than Dove, . 
. . There's nothing ip Aſtrology 17 
But Deſpbick ambiguity 3 * ©.) 
We are miſguided inthe dark, and thus 
Each Star becomes an 1gu7s: fatwns $ no 125idg 7 
Yet pardon me you gloxziduslamps of light, 
'T was one of you: that.ked the way, 
' Diſpell'd the gloomy night, 
Became Phoſper to th'Eternal Day, 


And ew 'd the Magi where th” Almighty Tr pg 
& 


And 
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1x. 
At lengththe doubtful Vidtory's won, 
It was a cunningambuſcade 


Now Conqueror like let us new Laws ſet "and 
Henceforth let all our Love Serapbickturn, 
The ſprightly and the vigorons flame 
On th Altar let it ever burn! 
And ſacrifice it's ancientname 
A Tablet on my heart, next I'le prepare 
Where I would draw the holy Sepulchre , 
| Behindit a ſoft LandskipI would lay 
_ OftMelancholly Golgotha : 
On th'Altar let me all my ſpoils lay down, 
And if 1 had One; there F'de hang wy Laurel 
Crown. | 
Giveme the Pande@#s of the Law divine, 


Such was the Law made Moſes face to ſhine.” | 
Thus 
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Thus beyond, Setarms ry nh r Tm roy 


4nd, laugh at his. malicions BF -cmovi 
| Raptur' din Contemplation thusTlego .. AE 
Above unaftiveEarch, and leave the Stars below. 
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Toſt on the win sof every wid, iT 
"After theſe hoverings| too and fro; Oy 
"<7 And (Hilthe whiter PHIBREt grow 
Not knowing where a reſting place to find, 
Whether for Sandtuary a2 Yo 
But (Reverend Frietd?) to you, - 4 
You that have, triymphe Oo te thrimpetuous | tlood, 
That Noah like, in bad i times { ft be goog 
And the  fiſ Torrent manfully vithitoc _— 
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"Can fave: wm too; 
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One that have long, ke of rowning) bin FR” 
"a 5 IO 
Surrounded by ther rolli ling i 
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Do You but reach, outa a hoparh 
_ And charita ly rake me in, _ 
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'T've made the anon iy —_ ind __ Ail 


Rs. Aratat.” 
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To my [ET Friend Mir. Sam. Woodford, 
ow bis excollem Verſion of the Pſalms. 


 Pindarique 6, 
Stants - V 


Ste (worthy. frien d)what I'would do ; 5 
W hom neither Muſe norart inſpire T 
That haveno friend in all the facred Quire, 
Toſhew my kindneſs for your Book, .and you 5 
Fort'd td diſparage, what would admire : 
Bold man \ that dare's afrempt  Pindariqu'r now, 
Since the great Findar s greateſt ſon 
From the ingratetuf Age is gone, 


Gewley ha's bid tifingrarcfiul Age aditu ; 


Apolls's 


+. 
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| ' Apollo's rate Colds, he © { Br 5 
ao Found out tiew wortds of Poeliel | | 


He; like an Eagtefoard atoft 
Tofeizehisnoble prey; 
Yet as 4 Dove's, his ſoul was ſoft; © 
) Quiet as tight, but brighr as vs bf 


To heaven iri a fiery charriot He 
Aſcended by Seraphiqu' Potrries 
Yet which of us dulf Mortals ſince can find 
Any inſpiting Mantle, thar He left behinde: > 
I. | | 
His powerful Numbers might have done | al 
right; 5 
He could have ſpar'd you immorralitle;” : 
Under that Cheiftaine' s banners you ata figh, 
Aſfur'd of Laurels, and of Vittoric 
Over devouring time, and ford, and fire, | 
And Jove's i important ire- ".. 
My humble verſe would better ling - 
David the ſbepbeard, than the King : | 
| C 32 And 


20 - POEMS. 
And yet methinks "ris ſtately to be one, 
Tho of the meaner ſort,  . 
- Of them that may approach a Princes Throne, 
If tewere but.to be ſeen at Court. 
Such (Six) is my ambition for a.name, 
Which hall rather take from you, than give, 
For in your Book I cannot miſs. of Fame, 
But by contad ſhall live, 
.. Thus on your Chariot Wheel ſhall I 
Ride fafe;and look as big as Ejops. Fly, 
Who from th' Olympian race new come, 


And now triamphantly flown home, 
To's neighboursſof the ſwarm,thus,prondly ſaid, 
Don t you remember what a duſt I made | 


$0" Yann 1 ts 
Where ere the Son nof Jef s harp. ſhall ſound, 
"Or Iſrael's ſrvecteſt Songs be ſung 
Sampſon s Lion ſweet and ſtrong) 
Fo and d your baggy Joe ſhal] be renown 'd, 
To 
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To whoſe inf and the cody Zougnt ves $3257 
His thft deliverance from all tis Foes. ws | 
Bloud-thirſty Sex leſs barbarous than to 
His perſon only ſought to kill; | 
[Theſe did his deathlefs Poems thy... 0 
And ſought, immortal blood to pull, 
To ſing whoſe Sotigs int A wotild be 
A new Captivity.h.vvt _ 
Depoſed by theſe Rebels, Lon alone 
Reſtore the glorious David to his Throne. 
Long iri difguife*the Royal [Prophet lay, © | A 
Long from his own thoightsdaniſhed, 
Ne're ſin&& hi$'death ill thisYiftrious aiy * 
Was Scepret i his haad, or Crown plac! ron it's 
heid: LIFE M54 3 | 129bÞ 21 —- fi vs 
He ſeem'd as it's at Gath he Qitkddbin, A _ : ; 
As'6nce before ptbud HebiſbNE'a appear 'd, 
' BiSPace belmnearay > 1" 7+ 
With (pitrleon his flee beard.” 
A laughing ſtocktothe infileidg Phili iſt ine. 
C 3  _Dreſt 
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Dreſt in their Rhimes, he Jooktas hewere mad, 
In ft you, As Wart 


TY by | 
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On the. Deith of the hal *"0y 
-* *.. Geoge Duke of Albemarle. 
Pindatique Pe; 
| Stanza | of ark 


Nets thy ſelte ipto confuſion 
Ridicnloysmortaliry 

Wirh indignation to be trampled-on 

| By chem that conrt Exernity ; 2 
Whoſe generous deeds, and proſperous ſtate 
Seem poorly {et within the reach of fate, | 
Whoſ e,every Trophy a and cach._ Laurel wreath 
' + -*  " Depends ;tpor alittle breath ; 

Cound To iis 

ant? | With | 
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With Joubtful ul Hazards hey eng engage, (climb; 
Thrown down, k while -yidtory bi bids them higher 


Their ; glories ares ecclips'd d. by death* 
Hard circumſtances of i [luſtrous men 
Whom nature (like the Sexthian Þ prinec)deyging $ 
Within the Bo dj exchaines 
| C Nature 1! that rigorous Temberlaine 
| Stout Bojazet diſdain' d fhcharbarous rage 
: | Of thax 3 Jt) FE NPEr9ur,.:. | 
Bravely hic him mlclf oſurp! t L his own expiring power 
Dy daſhing qat his | braines WO his Iron pug 
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But *tis Indecent to complail 


And wretched portglis| curſe their ſtars 3 in  vajg, 
Jn vain they valtth Yd tears for them at die, 
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Thenifies Jav a Eb lfen Bs deſtipy, 
No more wht by” be wut = 
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Let) what is Gi po mak, 
Words 
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s. WordsasP gays, as is His fame, " 
" "Anda as ably a as his name Gs 
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Anda as s verdant as his bayes, 
Per one ot ar n Elegy. " 
Yet why es oe ambitious Muſe believe 


wo 
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| Whoſe vertue ſav'd aCrown, and could oblige 

ar 305 0} $0355 fit 2th 23; 

TR LF POINT 
Many a year dillreſed Albion 15, Je 
'++-» Byher unnatural Off rit torne, _ 
© Once; th e World, S rcrrour,t en its from,” £ 

At home aPrilon, and abroad aPrey : 9H y | 
Her valiant Youth, her val; vali at Youth dig kjll,. 
* SITE And marua[ blood _ net 


Uſurpers 
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Uſurpers halt and many'a Muſhroom Peer 
Within her Palaces did domineer; 
Theredid the Valnere build his Neſt, 
Therethe Owles, and'Satyrs reſt,” 
By Z7ni and 0bimralll poſleſt, 
'Till England's Angel Guardian, Thouy” 
Ye pity, and with anger mov'd 
' For Athien thy belov'd 
p Oli ve Chapplets otithy brow )' 
With bloudlefs han ds _—_ ſt her —_— 
TL oooh | 
And with" thy Frampes calV'dſt her- from: the 
Bright Phoſper tothe rifing Sun? © ( dead. 
_ That RoyalLanip, by Thee aid firſt appear 
| __ d into'otir happy Hemiſphere ; | 
'O may4eſtill ſhine bright and cleat f ” 


NoCtoud; nor Night approachir, but a conſtant 
| (Noun! 


IV. 


-Nor thus did thy undaunted Valourcedl5; * 


Or wither with unaCtive peace - 


W SANE 
Scarce 
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Scarce wexeour Civil broyles allay d, - 
While yer the. wound of an ipteſfing war, 
Hadleft a tender [Far »1 
When of gur new. Proſpeatics: afraid 
- Our Jealous Neighbours fatal .axmes prepare 3 
In floating grqves. the enemy AreW near, 
Loud did the Belgign Lygmioars - 
Upon our Coaſts, th' {rage did appear, 
And boldly dyrſt-atzempt our natyyg bore, = 
Till His yiRtgrious ſquadrons ehgek't their prive* 
And did in Triumphare the Ocean ride. .. 
Withthuader,lightging & with clouds of ſmoke 
And gaye his dreadful Law to-allthe Main, / 
Whoſe ſurly billows trembled whenheſpoke, 
And put their willing necks wnge-his Yoke; 
Whoſe high prerogative it wasa lone wy 
To raiſe a ruin'd; and {ecyreanEnyy'd Throne. 


Then 


POEMS. 7 | 
V. 
"Thenandri Heay'n began tofrown,  - 
Fram heaven. a dreadful Peſtilence came dowg? 
> | On veryſi de did lamentations riſc, 
Baleful ſigh, and heayy groane, 
All wasplain't, and all was moan ! 
The pious friend with-tzxembling Love 
., Fcarce had his latelt-kindneſs done 
| In ſealing up his dead friendseycs, 
Ere with. his own-urprizing fate_he ſtrove, 
... | And wanted one to cloſchis.o.un, 
| Deaths, ou ſcepyer bore the fway 
,, O're our Imperial Goſgothe, | 
YetHe withikind cho' yacoucerned eyes 
Durſt ſtay and ſee thoſe mimerous Tragedies 
Heinthe held. had, ſeen; Deatb's.grieſly ſhape, * 
__ ,+:1, Heard bim jnvolleys-talk aloud, 
Beheld his grandeur, in a glietoring Croud 
pans dſeen him in Cannansgape : 


Even 


a Sa” oe IS 
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Ever unterrified His valour ſtood 
Like ſome ta}l Rock amid'ſt a Sea of Blood ; 
Twas Toyalty from Sword &Pe&lt kept him alive, 
The EifeſeAriiour, and the befe Prefery ative. | 
, HT 200i761.g6gat bibs "7 
The flaming City next implor” dhis aid, 
And ſeaſonably pray'd © (obey* d, 
His force againſtthe fire , whole", arms the Seas 
Wide did th' itnperuous torrent ſpread, 
+ Then thofe goodly Fabricks fell 
141209-aqper theraſe] ves promiſciioufly there © 
The City turd into one Mongibel: ' (were, 
The haughty Tyrant ſhook his curled head, 
His breath with verigeanice black," "his face With 
ns wa THAT. IE TIES: WAY 
- Thenevery cheek grew Watt and Sg! & 
Every heattdid yield atid fait,” (preſs, 
| Noujjitbut Thy- preſence could'its:power-ſup- 
Whoſe ſtronger light pat ont the leſs,” 7 
| As 


od Of) % MY to] 
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As London $noble ſtructure da. £5; 
[70 Together ſhall His memory grow, (owe. 
To whom that beauteons Town ſo much docs 
London!) joynt F avourite with Him Thou wer 7.4 
As both poſleſt a Room within one heart, 
So now with thine indulgeat Soveraign joyn A 
Reſpect his great Friends aſhes,for He wep'to're 
( Thine. 
Thus did the Dake han) 56 his mighty Stage, 
Thus did that Atlas of our State, - 
With his prodigious atts amaze the Age, | 
While Worlds of wonders on his ſhoulders fate, 
Full of glories, and of years, 
He trod his ſhining, and immortal way, 
W hilſt 4/650 compaſs'd with new floods of tears 
Beſought his longer ſtay. 
Prophane that pen, that dares deſcribe thy blafs: J 
_ Or write thine Apotheofis/. 
Whom heaven and thy Prince to,pleaſure ſerove, 


Entruſted with their Armics, and their Jove. 


In othe; Courts'tis As] to Faeteive, 


Thon did'ft a kind;and. grateful Maſter ſerve, _ G 
Who, to expreſs his gratitude to Thee, 
Scorn'd thoſe it natur'd arts of Policy. 

Happy had Bell; /arins bin F 

( Whoſe forward fortune was his (1 n) 

By many Vi{tories undone, / 

He had not liv'd neglefted, dy'd obſcure, | 
If for thy Prince thoſe Battels he had won, 


Thy P rince, magnificent above his Emperour. 


VIIE. 


Among the Geds,thoſe Gods that d yd like thee 
As great as theirs, arid full of Majeſty 
Thy facred dulſt ſhall fleep ſecure, 
Thy Monument as long as theirs endure : 
There free from envy, Thou with them, | 
Shal't have thy ſhate of Diadein ; 
Among their Badges ſhall be fer 
Thy Garter and thy Coronet ; 


POUBRMS. $1 
Or (which x ftateyer) thou ſhalt have 
A Manſolturt in thy Priti6e breeſt, ; 
© Fhife thifi@ cabUtateld Home (Hall reſt , 
That Sanftuary fall thee fave, 
F rot the difi6tiottrs of 4 Reg? grave : 
And every wotidretts Hiſtoty 
' Redd by ifefcdwlons Poſtetity; - (7460, 
That writes of Hz#$, ſhall Honourably thention 47 
Whoby a# title koyalty has't ſhown, * |} 
How much ſiublitfic? gatlatitry, and renown 
_ Tis as. teh thati to #ſnrp " Monarchs Crown. 


FEA MFAT. 1 EXELL ST. 


The R etirement.. 
Pindarique Otle mude ir the time of the 
; I Great Sickneſs 1665, 


| Stmza 1. | | 
| | by the milde cloſe of an hot Summers day, 
Wheka' cool Breeze had farin'd the "" 
Ard Hedverrs Hice i60k't {both and fair; 
Lovely 
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.. Lovely as {leeping Infants be,” Cy | 
That intheir Aumbers ſmiling ly; @, 
' Pandledionthe Mother knee, © 
You hear:no cry; 
No harſh, nor inharmonjous woe, t | 7 

Bur all is irinocence-without a noiſe, 

When every.ſweet, which the Sun's greedy ray! } 
$0 lately fromus drew, 1. 

Beganto trickle downagain in dew / // 
Weary, andfaint, and fall of thought, 
Thofor what cauſel knew not well;- :} | 
WhatlI ail'd, I could not tell,. 

oe fatejme down at anag'd Poplar's root , 0-5 

Whole chiding [eaves excepted and my breaſt, | 

All the pri Ty d-world-enchur'd to 
reſt, 


"1 
1liſt'ned heedfully around, E 


. But not a whiſper there was found. 
The 


" PO MAEC. ' 3 
The murmuring Brook hard by; | 
| Asheavy;andasdullas), 
Seemi'd drowyſily alongto creep þ 
It ran with undiſcovered pace, ' . | 
And if a pibbleſtopt the lazy race; [+ 7 } 
'Twas but as if it ſtartedinitsfleep, - i 
Eccho her ſelf] that'everlent an eat x & | 
Tony piteons tories © 
Wont to grone, withthem that grone, 
Eccho herſelf; was ſpeechleſs here. } 
| | Thrice did Tfigh, Thrice miſerdbly cry , | 
Ai me! the Njmiph ai me! would not reply ; e 
' | | Or churliſh, or ſhe was+flecp for compan y. [ 


I1H . 
I thought on every penſfive thing, | 
That might my paſlion ſtrongly move, | 
That might the fiygereſt ſadneſs bring 
Oft did I tkink on death, and oft onLove, 
The triumphs of the little 5450008 that ſame g4ſ?- 


ts King 3 


 "Theghaftly King what has he done, 
How hispale Territories ſpread! 
Strait ſcapthogs now of conſecrated ground 
His (welling Empire cannot bound, 
put every day new Colonies of dead A 
Enhance his Conqueſts, and advance his Throne. 
The mighty City ſay'd. from ſtorms of war,/ 
Exempted fromthe Crimſon floud, 
Whenal!l the Land o're flow'd. with blood, 
Stoop's yet'once more, to a new;Conqueror : 
The Ci2y which ſo. many Riyalsbred, 


-- Eacho\Rapp.i 1s on her loyns.and aſhes gn her bead. 
1 V. 


When will the frow: ning heav'n begin 1 ro ſmile ? 
Thoſe pitchy clouds be overblown, 
Thathide the mighty Town, - 

That I may feethe mighty pyle! 

When will the angry:Angel ceaſetotlay ; 

' And: tuxn his brandifh't Frord away. 
From thatilluſtrous Golgethe, 


 Ton- 


' Londow; the (great Heeldams ! 

Whew will that ſt2rely Tawdſcape-open lie, * 

The miſt withdrawn that intercepts wy cy! 

That heap of Pyramids appear, © 

Which now, t60 mach like thoſebf Fgypro ate * 
' , Eternal Monuments of Pride and Sik" on 

Magrifieont 6d! cuff without, Kitt" Dead mens 
bones withit,” | (90 19] 


 R— —_— 


Tranſlatel out,of 4 Þart of Perronitts 


. Arditers Satyricons.... 4 /} 


$4 3 INDEED £& Is 1 + CM £11579 #. 
Aﬀteer 4 blifſiting tedious tight; 
The winds now hifh't, & the black teinpeſt 'v) re? 


| Whictrthe crazy vefiel ferihy tore, © 
Bchold xTafiertable fight ? | 


Rolling fir off; tipoti'a brivy wave 
Ebtnpafſionine Philander fur d 


D 2 


POEMS. 
| A floating Carcaſs ride, 
That vow dto beg the kindneſs of agrave. 


. 11 
"$ad, and concern'd rlvlaner theen - 
Weigh'd, with himſelfthe frail, uncertain ſtate 
Of filly, :ſtrangely difappointed men, 
...; Whoſe projects are the ſport of Fate, 
Perhaps (ſaid he) this poor man's deſolate Wife 
_ Inaſtrange Connery far away, 
-- Expects ſome happy day, 
This «aſt thing, the comfort of her lite : 
%/: 40 BBs?" cs 
His Son it'may be d reads no harm, 
But kindly waits his Fathers coming home, 
. Himſelffecure, he apprehendsno ſtorm, 
But fancies that he ſees him come. 
Perhaps the good Old man, that kiſt this Son, 
 Andleft a bicfling on his head; 
His arms about him ſpread, 


Hopes yet to ſee hime're his glaſs be run- 
Theſe 


POEMS.E yy 


IV. 


Theſe are the grand intrigucs of man, 
Theſe his huge thoughts,and theſe his vaſt deſires 
Reſtleſs, and ſwelling like the Occan 

From his birth till he expires. 

See where the naked, breathleſs Body lies 
To every puff of wind a {lave, 
At the beck of every:wave, 
That once perhaps was fair,rich, ſtout, and wiſc! 


V. 


AVhile thus Philaxder penſive ſaid, 
Tonch't only witha pity for Mankind, 
At nearer view, he thought he knew the Dead, 
| And call'd the wretched Man to mind - 
Alas, ſaid he, art Thou that angry Thing, 
That with thy looks did'ſt threaten Death, 
Plagues and deſtrufion breath, 
But two dayes fince, little beneath a King ! 
D 2 Ai 
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 Aime! wheres thy fury now, 
Thine infolence, and all thy boundleſs power, 
O moſt rid:cnloutly dreadful thou.! 
Ex pos'd for Beaſts and Fiſhes to devour. 
Go ſottiſh Mortals, let your Breaſts {well high» 
All your deſigns laid deep as hell, 
A ſmall miſchance can que), . 
Out witted by the deeper plots of Deſtiny, 


VII. 


This haughty lump a while before 
Sooth'd up It ſelf, perhaps with hopes of Life, 
What It would do, when It came ſafe on ſhore, | 

What for It's Son, what for It's Wife; 

Sce where the Man,and all his Politicks lie ! 
Ye Gods ! what Gulphs are ſet between, 
What we have, and what we ween, 
Whill Inll'd in dreams of years tecome,we die! 
Nor 
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Nor are welyablealone, 
To miſadventures on the mercyleſs Sea, 
A thouſand other things our Fate bring on, 
And ſhipwrack't every where we be. 
One in the tumult of a Fattel dies 
Big with conceit of victory, 
And routing th* Enemy, 
With Garlands deckt, himſelfthe Sacrifice. 


þ 


Another, 'While he pays his vows 
On bended knees, & Heaven with tears invokes. 
With adoratious as he humbly bowes, + ; 
While with gums the Altar ſmokes, 
In th' preſence of his God, the Temple S—_ 
And then religious' invain, : 
The flatter'd Bigot lain, 
Breaths out his laſt within the ſacred walls. 
D 4 | _ Ano» 


%, 


| Another withgay Trophiesproud, 
/ From his triumphant Chariot overthrown,, 
_ Makespaſtime forthe Gazers of the Craud , 
That envy'd him his purchas'd Crown, 

Some with full meals, & ſparkling-bowls of wine, 
As if it made too long delay, bs 

| Spurantheir faral day, 
_ Whilſt others, ( needy Souls) at their's repine. 


i WP 


Conſider well and every place, 
Offersa ready Road to thy lang home, (face 
Sometimes with frowns, ſometimes with ſmiling 

Ti Ambaſſadors of Death do come. 
By open force or ſecret ambuſcade, 
By unintelligable wayes, 

We end our anxious dayes, 

And __ the large Plantationsof the Dead, 
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But ( ſome may ſay ) tis very hard, 
With them, whom . heavy chance has Calt away, 


With no ſolemnities at all jnterr'd, 
_ Toroamunburid an the'fea: 
No — 'tis all ane wherereceive our doom, 
: | Since, ſome where, 'tis our certain lot 
Our Carcaſes muſt rat, _ 
And they whom heaven coyers need no Tombe, 


—_ 


A T bought of Death. 


Hen on my ſick bed Llanguiſh, 

; TT Full of forrow, full of anguiſh, 
Fainting, gaſping, trembling, crying, 
Panting, groaning, ſpeechleſs, dying, 

My foul juſt now about to take her flighs 
Intq the Regions 'of eternal night ; 
- | Oh 


>» . PV mT 


Oh tell me you, 


That have been long below, 
What ſhall 407 
Whatſhall Ithink, when cruel Death appears, 
That may extenuate my fears. 
MethinksI hear ſome gent]e Spirit ſay, - 
Be not fearful; come away / 
Think with thy ſelt that-now thou ſhalt be free, 
And find thy long expetted liberty, 
Better thou mayeſt, but worſe thou can'ſt not be 
'Than in this Vale of Tears, and miſery. 
Like Cefer, with aſſurance then co me on, 
And unamzz'd, attempt the Laurel Crown, 
That 1yes on rother fide Deattrs Rubicon ; 


m— 


be of 


T he Deſperate Lover. 


My | = Mighty King of Terrors, come! - 
z | handy Slave to his Icng home 


Great 


Great Sanftuary Grave! to thee 
In throngs the miſerable flie ; 
Encircl'd m thy frozen arms , 
They bid defiance to their harmes, 
Regardleſs of thoſe pond'rous little things, 
| That diſcompole th' unealie heads of Kings. 


p ye © 
In the cold earth the Pris'ner lies | ; 1 
Ranſonrd from all his miſcries, 7 
Himſelf forgotten, he forgets | 


His cruel Creditors, and Debts ; 
| And therc ineverlaſting peace 
| Contentions with their Authors ceaſe. 
A turfe of graſs or Monument of Stone 
| Umpires the petty competition, 


T 1. 


The diſappointed Lover, there, 
Breaths not a ſigh nor ſhedsa tear; 
With 


With us ( fond fools )he never ſha res 


_ Infad perplexities and cares; 

The willow near his tombe that grows 

Reyiv $ his memory, not his woes, + 
Or rain, or ſhine. he is advane't.above | 


Th' affronts of heaven, and {tratagems of Love 


I'V, 


Then mighty King of Ferrors come 
- Command thy flavero his long home. 
And thou my friend that lov'ſt me beſt 
Seals up theſe eyes that brake my reſt; 
Put out the lights, befpeak my knell , 
_ And then eternally farewel. | 
'Tis all th' amends our wretched. Fates can give, 
That nonecan farce a deſperate man to Live. 


—_— 
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_ Pſalm 39- wYerſes ad, #4 


VERSE. 4th: 
Ord let me know the Period of my age,” » * 
#— The length of this my weary pilgrimage, 
How long this miſerable life ſhall laſt, -/, 
This Life that ſtayes ſolong;- yetflics fo faſt | - 


YRASE 3th 


Thou by a Span meaſure{tthbſe dayes of mine ; . 
Eternity 's the ſpacious bound of Thine z; + - :2 . 
Who ſhall compare his little ſpan with thee; 
With Thine incomprehenlibility 7 . 

Man born to trouble leavs. this World with pain; 
His beſt Eſtate is altogether vain; 


P\N E MS. 


The F Wight. ; 


1" 48 ON G.... 
ES fond World, and all thy wiles, 
1by haughty frowns, & rreacherous 7X 
They that beholdthee with my eyes, *. 
Thy double dealitig wilt deſpite : 
Fromthee falſe world; y'deadly Foe, | |! | 
Into ſome Defſart let me go; 
Some gloomy melancholly Cave, 7 ( - 
Dark antſitent as'the Grave, 
Let me withdrawz'where Imay be -/ 
From thine impertinencies free : [4 
There, when I hear the Turtle prone; / 
How ſweetly would I make my mone! 
Kind Philowel wotild teach me there 
My forrows pleaſantly to bear - 


There could I correſpond with none ? 
But Heaven, and my own breaſt alone. 


Hymmne 
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Hymmne for the Morning, 


| Wake my Soul! Awake mine eye; / 
A Awake my drowhie faculties ; 
Awake, and ſee. the nevy born L; ght 

Spring from the darkſome womb of night ! 


—_— 


ES - 


Lookup and ſee rt unwearied San, | S 


Already is his Race begun g0IO nd LENA 
/ Thepretty Latk & mounted high, 
And ſings her Matinsin'the'Skie 4 
Ariſe my Soul ! and chon my voice; 
In Songs of Praiſe early rejoyee” | 
O Creat Creator 'Heivenly King! 
Thy Praiſes let meever ling! 
Thy Power has made, thy Goodneſs kept 
This fenceleſs body white T flepr, | 
Yet one day morthaſt giverme'' | 
From all the Powers of darknefs free : | 

| | O 
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O keep my heart from Sin ſecure, 
My Life unblameable and pure, 
That when the faftof af! my dayes is come, 


Cheereful, and fearleſs Imay wait my doom. 


—— 


as ———OO—— — ———— 
<_ E 


- Anthem \frth thi E ' Vening. 


Leep [ downy {lecp / come cloſe my eyes. F 
Tyr'd with beholding vanities ! 


Sweet ſJumbers come and chaſe away 
The toiles and follics of theday : _ 
On your ſoft | bofom will1lie, 

'Forget the World and learn4o die, 

O Tfratls watchful ſhepheard ſpread 
Tents of Angels round my bed ; 

Let nor the ſpirits of the aire, 


While I lumber , me enſnare, 
But fave thy ſuppliant free from harmes , 
Claſp't in thine everlaſting armes, 
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Clouds and thick dathineſs' TD ws throne, 

Thy wonderful Pavilion : | 

Oh dart from thencea ſhining ray, 

And then my midnight ſhall be day ! 

Thus when the morn in' crimſon drelk, 

Breaks through the windows of the Eaſt, 
My Hymns of thankful praiſes ſhall ariſe - 
Like incenſe; or the morning ſacrifiee; 


_—y 
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SONG. 


On the fad Day, 


Whenfricnds ſball ſhake their heads and ſay 
"6 miſcrable me, d . (breath, 
Hark how he groans, look;how he pants for 
Sec how he ſtruggles with the pangs of Death 1 
When they ſhall ſay of theſe poot opes, 
How Hollow, and how dim they be, 


E M ark 


— 3 PS OR , 

s | ' - Matk how his breaſt does fwell and ric, 

Againſt his potent enemy ! | 

| When ſomeold Friend ſhall ſtep to. wy bed(ide, 

* Touchmy chill face, & thence ſhall gently {lide, 
And when his next companions ſay, 

How does he do ? what hopes? ſhall.carn away, 
Anfwering only with a lift ap hand, 

Who can hisfate withitand ? 

Then ſhall a gaſp or two, do'more 
Thane're my Rhetorick could before, 

Perſwade the peeviſh Worldeo trouble meno 


more ! 
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The Happy Ma: 


YEacetul-is he, and moſt ſecure, 
Whoſe: heart, andaCtions all are pure; 
How ſmoothand pleaſant is his way, . 
Whillt Life's Meander lides away 


'P\O E 'M'S. 
If a fierce Thunderbolt do flie, 

"This Man can unconcerned He ; 
Knows'tis fit leyell:dat his head, 


—. 


3 | & neither noiſe; nor flaſhicap dread : 
Tho' a ſwift whirlewind tear in ſunder. _ 
Heav above him, or Earth under ; a 


Tho' the Rocks on heaps dotumble, 
Orthe World to aſhes crumble. 
Tho'the ſtupendions Mountains from'on [high © 
Bropdown, and 'in their kumble Villics lie: : on 
Should the unruly Ocean roar, o 
And dafh its faome againſt the ſhore; 
He Fefinds no tempeſt in his mind, 
Fears no billow, fecls no vend : 
Allis ſerene, a!l quiet there, | 
There'snot one blaſt of troubled air , 
Old ftars may fall,” or new ones blaze, 
Yetrione of thefe his Soul amaze, 
Such is the nianean finile at irkfome death, 
And with an cafic figh give up his breath.” 
_ 
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An Elepy » We Fat f 
SANDWICH 


FT there were ought inVerſe,at once could raiſe, 
Or tender pity, and or immortal prailc, 

Thine Obſequies,bravesSandwich,would require 

Whar-cycr might our nobler thoughts inſpire 3 


What 'tis to be unfortunately Great, 

And purchaſe honour at too dear a rate: 
The Muſes Beſt attempt, how e're delign'd, 
Carinot but prove umpertinently kind. 

Thy glorious valour 15a I heam too high, 

For all the humble arts of Pothe, 

To fide with chance, and Kingdomes over-rnu. 
- Arelittle things Ambitious men have done; 
But on a flaming Ship thus to deſpiſe 

. That lite, which.otkers did fo highly prize; 


But ſince thou find'it by thy unhappy fate, : 
5 


To | 


To fight with Fire,and ſtruggle with a wave, 
AndNeptine with unwearied Arms ontbrave, 
Are deeds ſurpaſſing fabulous Chronicle, OY 
And which no future Age can parallel , 
Leviathan himſclfe's out dane by Thee, 
Thovy greater wonder of the Deep, than he : 

Nor could the Deep thy mighty aſhes hold, 
The Deep that ſwaliows Diamonds and Gold, 
Famecy'nthy ſacred Relicks does purſue, | 
Richer than all the treaſures of Perxz : 

| Whilethe kind Seazthy breathleſs body bridg? 
Safe to the bed of Honour, and ofKinge. £2 
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An Epitaph on the Earl of Sandwich: 


HF lies the Duſt of that Iltuftrious Man, 
That triamph't orethe Ocean; 

W ho ſor his Country'riobly courted death, 
And dearly ſold his glorious Breath, 
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POEMS. 
Or in a word, 1nthis cold narraw Crave 1:17 
Sandwich? the Good, the Great, the BOOvEs 
(Oh frail Eſtate of Sublunary zhings!) .',,, 
Lyes equal here with England, "SR content 
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_ roeral Shippracks | 


HI: that has.never yet mn one # 


With cruel chance, nor-Yertue naked ſeen; 
Strip't from th'advantages( which vices wear ). 
Ofhappy;ptmfible, ſucceſsful, fair ; 

Nor learn't how.long theJow ring cloud may laſh, 
Wheteivith Her beautcous face is KL gf 
'Till ſhe her native glories. doesrecover; -. [- F 

And brighter ſhige, after, the Storm js Pver ; z 
Tobe inform'd, hencedno further goy7 10) 0:7 
Than this divine EpRane, of Hobs dlicob bnA 

"T? In 


 "_— 


In Johnſon's life, and writings he may find, 
What Homer in his 0dyſſes deſign'd, 

A vertuous man by'miſtrable fare 

Rendred ten thoufand wayes unfortunate ; 
Sometimes within a leaking Veſſel tot, 

: | All hopes of life, and the lov'd Shore quite lo, 
While hidden finds,and' every greedy wv aveg ... 
With horror gap't themſelves into a grave : 
Sometimes upon a Rockwitti fury thrown , " 
Moninghimfelf, where none coald hear his mone; 
Sometimes caſt out upon the barren ſand, 

Expogd toth* merey ofa Barbarous land : 

Such was the pious Jobnſo on, *cill kind Heaven 

A bleſſed end to all his toites had given: _ 

To ſhew, that vertuousmen, tho' they appear, 
But Fortune's ſport, are Providence's care, 


£ R "FE be a ade VE wr & rs - "x N ig . Ke 
L o 4 OY 
” 4 


o 


T be Reſotve. 


MN 
Ad Phillis neither charmes,nor Graces 
| More than the relt of women wear, 
Levell d by Fate with common faces, 
| Yet Damon could eſt cem her fair. 
Yo.” 
Good natur'd Love-can {a3n forgive 
DRE | hoſe petty injuries of time, 
And all th'affronts of years impute 
| To her misfortune, net her crime. 
111. 
Wedlock put's love upon the wrack, 
Makes it conteſs tis ſtill the ſame 
In icy age, as itappeard, 
| | Arfirſt when all yas lively flame, 


IV. 

If Hymer s (laves, whoſe cars are bor'd, 
Thus conſtant by compulſion be, 

Why ſhould not choice indear ns more - 
Than Them their hard neceſlity, 


| Y. 
Phellis ! "tis tr ues thy glaſs does run, - 
. But fince mine too keep's equal/pace , 


My filver hairs may.trouble thee, 
As much 25me thy ruin'd face. 
1-1.i0-Jo 
Thenlet us conſtantbe as Heaven, 
Whoſe Laws inviolable are, 
Not like thoſe rambling Atteorsthere , 
_ 1 That foretelills,and diſappear. 
VIL. -. | 
So ſhall a'pleaſing calmattend, 
Our long uneafie Deſtiny, 
So ſhall our loves, andliyes exp'r2 


57 


4 Os Mt a 4 -—_ - T * I wo L A © ; Pp p O - 4 EY hs xj Ns ek att Lv # a 
POEMS. 
- = 4 a 


From Stoxmsand Tempelts ever free. 
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PASTORAL. 
hy, | 
T break of -day fioorCelederr 


 Hard'by his Sheepfolds walk't alone, 
His arms a-ef66; his h&d4 'bow'd dow, 


His oaten pipe beſides hittithyown , 
When Thirfs hiddenin'a Thicket by, 


| "Thus heard the diſcontented Siepheardcry. 


i” ' ifedin! 
What is OY has dohe,” 
Fhat all his happineſs is gone! , 
\ The Curtains of the darkate drawn, 
' And chearful morn beginsto dawn, 
Yetin my breaſt *tisever deat of night; | 


'That can admicnobeam of pleaſant light; 
-x\ _ 


POEMS. 


117. 


Yau pretty Lambs:doleap and play 
To welcome the tiew kifidled day, 
Your Shepheard harmleſs, as are you, 
Why is he not as ftolick too ! 
If ſuch diſturbance th'Junocteneatterid; © 
How differs he fron them thardare offend? P 


Ye Gods!or let nodes live, 12050 
If Imuſtdie, why this reprieve# .* 
If you would have me live, O why 
Is it with meas thoſe that die ! 


I faint, Lgafpzipanr, my'eyesare bedOON ? 
My Checks arepale;and1 am living yet. 


Alldadto I never all withold © - A 
The-finceſt Lanbaf lf my fold, Ware 
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But on your Altars laid it down, 

And with a Garland did it crown. 
Is it in vain to make your Altars fmoke? 
Isit all one, to pleaſe, and toprovoke? 


th; 
Time was that Icould fit and ſinile, 
Or with a dance thetimebeguile,' 


My fonl like that ſmooth lake was ſtill, 
- Bright as the Sun behind yon hill, 


| Like yonder ſtatcly-Mountain cleat,and high, 
| Swift, ſoft, and gay as that ſame Butterfly. 
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But now Within there's Civil war, 
In arms my rebel Paſſions are ; ay) 
Their 01d Allegiance laid aſide, 
_ The Traitorsnow'in Triumph ride 
That many headed monſter has thrown down 


 Tr'sJawful Monarch Reaſon, fromit'sthrone . 
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| VIIL 7 
See unrelenting Syſvza ſee, 
Allt-this, and more is Ibng of Thee : 
For e'r I ſaw that charming face, 
Uninterrupted was my peace, 
Thy gloriousheamy eyes have ſtruck me blind 
Tomy own Soul the way I cannot find. 


/1 X, 
Yet is it not thy fault nor mine, * 
Heav'n is too blathe, that did not ſhine 
Upon us both/witk equal rayes,. 
It made thine bright, mine gloomy dayer, 
To 8ylvia beauty gave; and riches (tore, 
All Celadon'”s offence is; he is poor. | 
YR 
LUnlucky ſtars poor Shepheards have, 
Wholclove is fickle Fortzunc's Slave 


| Thoſe goldendays are out of date, : 

| When every Turtle choſe his Mate : © 

Caid that mighty Prince then uncontroul'd 
Now likea little Negro's bought and ſold, 


Fi 


- Love's Bravo: 


$0 NG. 


P Hy ſhould we murmur,why repine 
W519 - Phillis at thy fate, or mine? 
| Like Pris ners, why do-we thoſe ferters ſhake , 
- Which neither thou, nor I can break ? 
| There is abetter way to baffle fate.” +" 
| If Morta's would butminid it; 
And tisnot hard to findit : 
Who would be happy, muſt bedeſperate ; 
.-He'mutt deſpiſe thoſe Stars that fright 
- - Only Foolsthat dread the night, 
So: « Time 
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Time Kh 2 muſt out bevest. 

. He that crouches 1 is their Slave. ,: 1... 
Thus thewiſe Pagavs ill at cafe, .,-.,, 

Bravely chaſtiz'd their ſurly Deitics- 


T he Batchelors S, on. 


J aDog with a bottle, faſt ti'd tohis tail, 
Like Vermin in a trap, or a Thief! ina Ja i 
Or like a Tory ina Bagg, 
Or an Ape with a Clog: | 
Such 1s the man, who when he pight gO fees 7 
Does his liberty looſe, ; 

Fora Matrimony nooſe, 

And els himſeltinto Captivity ; | 

The Dog he do's howl, when his bottle do's Jog; | 
The Vermin,the Theif, and the Tory in vain 
Ofthe trap,of theJail,of the Quagmire complain, 
But-welfare poor Pug! for he playes with his 
_ Clog; | And 
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|  Andtho'he wodldberidon't rather than his life, 
Yet he lugg's it, and he hug's it, as a man docs his 
wite, | | 


[ 
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T he Second Part. 


: | S O N G. 
TJ Ow happy a thing were a wedding 

b and a beddipg, 
If a man might purcfiaſe a wife 

For atwelve month, and a day; 
Bat to live with her all a mans life , 

For ever and for ay, 

Till ſhe grow aSgrey as a Cat, 
Good faith Mr, Parſon, I thank you for that. 
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Alvice io'an 01d min of ſixty three 
| about to marry a Girle of fixteen. 
8 ONG. 
| l. - ' Þ-4 
Ow fie upon him !what is Man , 
Whoſe life at beſt is but a ſpan? 
When to an inch it dwindles down, 


Ice in his bories, ſaow on his Crown, 
That he within his crazy brain, 


Kind thoughts of Love ſhould entertain, 
That he,whenHarveſt comes ſhould plow 
And when tis time to reap, go ſowe, ,. . 
Who in imagination only ſtrong, ve” Wb 
| Tho'twice aChild,can never twice grow young' 
_ 
Nature did thoſe deſign for Fook, 
"That ſue for work, yet haveno couls, 
EP What 
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. What fellow feeling £can there be 
In ſuch a ſtrange diſparity ? 

Old age miltakes the youthful breaſt, - 
Love dwels not there, but intereſt - 
'Alas Good Man! take thy repoſe, : 

- Get ribband for thy thumbs, and toes, 
Provide thee flannel, and a ſheet of lead, 
Think onthy Coffin, 'not thy bridal beg, 
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The Expelation. 


SONG. 


1. 


W' Hy did Tever fee thoſe olorious eyes 
My famiſh't Soul to Tantalize ? 


I hop'd for Heav'n, which I had lately ſeen, 
But ner perceiv'd the Gulph between « . 
In vain for blik did my preſumptions ſeek, 
, le * n : My 


POEMS. 
My. love'ſo ſtrang - -: > work 
| I couid not hold-my tongue 4 
ld heart ſo ſeeblethat Edurit nor ak. 
ny” PRHy 984 
Yei why Jnhomoci— 4% 
Since all- my heart out of frame /- | 
Twere better(ſure ) my paſſion to appeaſe, 
With hope to palliate my diſcaſe : 
And 'twill be ſomething like Tranquillity, 
10 hope for 4bat --- 
I muſt got, compaſsyer 
And: makea yertae. of neceſſity. 
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an» comertd. 
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LY 
1X 7 Hen CoridowaSlave did lie, 
Entangled in his Phillis eye, 
off ? | How 


68  FPEVENT. 
How did he ſigh /how'did hegrone ! 
How melancholy was his tone ! 
He. fold his ſtory 10 the woods 
And wept his paſtion by the flouds ; 
But Phzll;s, crucliphillis, too too blamb , 
Regatded not his ſufferings, nor his flame ; 


29 MTA 7 4 
Then Coridoz xrefoly d no- more 
His miſtreſs mercy to implore; 
How did he laugh how did he fing ! 


4 
* "We; 
TO Pao Ty en ” " NE II TT EN” Is : 
NT Oy i ata OG L mes L 
g Pres s wa _ EEE Pp "I 
{ [ 4, Oe FIR 
& - : | 
; 7AM 


How did he makethe forreſt ring! 
He told his conqueſts to the woods, 
And drown'd his paſlions in the flouds : * 
Then 7halrs, craehPhillis, leſs ſevere 
Would have had him, But he would none of her" 


To dote upon an idle woman's face, 
And then atas 'my fortune \ Was ſo bad 
To fee another choſen in my" Place, 
And yetT courted her” Imevery ſure! 
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With Love as true ashis mo ws as pure. 
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But if T ever be fofond again 45:0 


To undertake the ſecond part of love, 


To reaſſume that moſt unmanlike pain, wa 
Or after ſhipwrack do the Ocean proves. = 
My Miſtreſs maſt be gentle, kind, and free, * 


Or I'fe be as indifferent as ſhe. 
F 3 


Ood fa ith I never was but once {o mad 


q” 


v wv $ q —— - 
anc nation ERR. wet SAR ne By 1 - od IM 
- ee eat OG REA <> >... +4499 y 
wm - C SS * v9 4 Y '4 ONT 


POEMS, 


$2" 2 Wark. Vas 
E 2 — 
Ly 


_ 


| — — 
Tbe:Si1icart. 
SONG. 
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Did but craye that Lmight kiſs, 
L If not herlip, at leaſt her hand, 
The cooleſt Lover's frequent bliſs 
And rude is the that will withitand 
That inoffenſive libertie ; 
Shee ( would you think it ) in a fume 
Turn'd her about. and left the room, 
Not ſhe, ſhe-yow'd not ſhe. 
, IT, 
Well charieſſs then ſaid I, 
If i it muſt thus for ever be, 
x can renounce my lavery, 
And ſince you will not, can be free ; 
| | Many 
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Many atime ſheniade me dye , 
Yet (would you think )I lov'd the more, 
But Tle not tak't as heretofore, 
Not I, He vow not I. 
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The Pentrent: 


SONG. 


WES L 
'Ad I but known ſome years ago 
What wretched lovers undergo 
The tempeſts and the ſtormes that riſe 
From their beloved's dangerouseyes, 
With how much torment they endure 
That Ague, and that Calenture z 
Long ſince F had my error ſeen, 
Long finee tepented of my fin : 
| Toolate the ſouldier dreads the Truthpet#foand 
| That newly has r:ceived his mortal wound. 
F 4 But 
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Ik 
But ſo adventu rous was 1 
My fortunes all alone to try, 
Need's muſt I kiſs the burning light, 
Becauſe it ſhin'd, becauſe 'twas bright, 
My heart with youthful heat on fire, 
6c thought ſome God did me inſpire ; 
And that blind zeal imboldned me, 
T*attempt Althea's Deitic 5 
Surely thoſe happy Pow'rs that dwell above, 
Or never courted, or enjoy'd their love. 
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The Defiance. 
$O.N G. 
| L 
E not too proud imperious Dame, 
| Yourcharmes are tranſitory things, 
May melt,. while you at heaven aim, 
Like Zcarzs's waxen wings; . 


And you apart in his misfortues beare, 
Drown'd in a briny Ocean of deſpaire. 


73 


I. 


You think your beauties are above 
The Poet 's brain, and Painter's hand, , 
As if ipon the throne of Love g 
You only ſhould the world command - 

Yet know though you preſume your title true 

There are pretenders, that will Rival you. 


11 
There's an experienc't Rebel Time, 
And in his ſquadarns poverty ; 
There's Age that bring” Along with him 
A terrible Artillery : | 
And if againſtall theſe thou keep'lt thy Crown, 
Itr Uſurper Death will make thee lay it down, 


The 
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T be Surrender. 


af 
SONG 


[| Yeild, I yeild! Divine Althea fee 
How proſtrate at thy feet I bow, 
Fondly in love with my Captivity, _ 
So weak. am 1, ſo mighty Thou ! 
Not long agoe I could defy 
Arm'd with wine and company, 


Beautie's whole Artilleric : 

Quite vanquiſh't now by thy miraculousCharms: 
Here fair 4/thea take my arms © 

For ſure he cannot he of humane race 

That can reſiſt ſo bright, ſa ſweet a face. 
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Fadeing Beanty. 


SONG, 
I. 
A poor Awrelia fate alone, 
A Hardby a Riyulets flowry ſide, 
Envious at Nature's new born pride, 
Her ſlighted (elf, ſhe thus refleCted on. 
; — - - 
Alas ! that Nature ſhauld revive 
. Theſe AoWers, which after Winter's ſnow 
Spring freſh again and brighter ſhew, | 
But for our fairer Sex, ſoill contrive ! 
_ 
Beauty like theirsa ſhort liv'd thing, 
On us in vain ſhe did beſtow, 
Beauty that onely once can grow, 
An Autumn has, but knows no ſecond Springs 
2 = 
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The Whim. 
S ON G. 
L 


he ſo ſerious , why ſo grave? ; / 
. Manof buſineſs, why fo anddy ? 
Thy ſelf from chance thou canſt not ſave 
Withall thy care and ſtudy. 
Look merrily then, and take thy repoſe - 
Fox 'tis to no purpole to look ſo fgrlora, (born, 


gince the World was as bad, before. thou wert 


And when it will mend who.knows? 
Anda thouſand years henee 'tis all one, 


| If thon as {t ona Dunghil,or fat'ſt on a Throne, .. 


Ik 


Tobe troubled tobeſad, 
Carking Mortal tisa folly, . 
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For a pound of pleaſure'snot ſo bad? * 


$-3#. af 


As an ounce of Melancholly : 
Since all our lives long we travel towardsDeath 
Let us reſt us ſometimes, and bait by the way 
'Tis bur dying at laſt z1n our race let us ſtay, 
And we ſhan't be ſo ſoonwut of breath. 
Sit the Comedy ont,and that done, (down. 
When the Play's atan end, let the Curtain fall 


— 
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A*DTALO CVE. 


Cloris and. Partheniſſa.' 
C.'Y K T Hy doe! thoualt addreſs deny? © | 
Hard hearted Partheniſſa, why 2 
Sec how the trembling Lovers come, 
d That from thy lips expe their doom. 


_ FP. Chloris!T hate them al], they know, *ihk 
Nay Thave often to!d them fo ; 
"KY 


; 


Their filly palicick g 5”, s 
I ſcorn to make my flave my Lord : 


©. But Strephor's eyes proclame his love 
Too brave, tyrarinical to prove, 


P, OhChloris ! whenwe loofe our pow'r 
We muſt obey the Conquerour. 

C, Yer where a gentle Prince beate - ſway 
It is no bondage to obey : 


- PF. Butif like Nero, for a while, 
With arts of kindaeſs he beguile 5 
How ſhall the Tyrant be withſtood, 
When he has writ his-laws in blood! 
E. Love, ( Partheniſſe Jall command's _ -þ 
'It ſetters Kings in charming bands, *\ / 
Aars yields his arms to Cupid s darts," 
But Beauty ſoften's lavage hearts. 
Chorus, 
if wathing elſe can pull the Tyrant dows, - 
Kill Sim with kindneſs, and the diy Ss your on. 
"The 


The R gEnEGapg — 
$ O NG. 
- 
Emov d frem' fair Oranie's eyes. 
Intoa village far away, + BONE 
Fond Aſtrophit began to ſay, '- 
: Thy charmes Vrania I deſpiſe ; ; 
Co bid ſome other ſhepheard for thee dy , 
That never underſtood thy Tyranny. 


Ft. 


Return'd at length th' amorous {wain, 
 Ador'd again and bow'd his knee, bot 
Becameher {lave, and wore her Chain; 

The needle thus that motionle( did 1y-- 

Trembles,and maves whenthe lov dLoadſienc' EE 
nigh, | Phillis 


eas a a Bee ln en TE 
. BY Dot" 2 aide; 6 ths 


Pax L L1s Pithdrawn. 


I. 


[ Did but ſee her, and ſhe's oatch't aways 7 
[ find I did but happy ſeem ; : 
So ſmall a while did my contentments {tay, 
As ſhort and pleaſant as a dream - 
Yet ſuch are all our fatisfactions here, © 
They raiſe our hopes, and then they diſappear. 


I IL. 


1 


Ill natur'd Stars that evermore conſpire 
Toquench poor Strephon: flame, 
Toſtop theprogrefs of hisfwitt deſire, 
And leave him butan Atry name 
Why art thou doom'd ( ofno pretences prona\ | 
| Exionlike thus to embrace a Cloud ? T2, 
EE -Yet 


; 
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HT. 


Yet why ſhou!d$trep50# murmur,why complain. 


Or cnvy Phll;s her delight, 


Why ſhould her pleaſures be to him a pain, 


Eafter perhaps out of his fight? 
No, Strephonne If Phillis happy be, + 


Thou ſhouldft rejayce,what &r becom's of Thee. 


T1: 


Amidſt the charming glories of the Spring 


In pleaſant Fields and goodly Bowers 
Indulgent Nature ſeems concernd to bring 

All that may bleſs her innocent hours, 
While thy diſaſtrous Fate has ty'd thee down 
To all the noiſe and Tumult of the Town. 
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Strephon that for himſelf expects no dood 
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To Philliz wiſhes every. where, 
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Along ſerenity without a Cloud, 
| Sweet as theſe ſmiles of th' Infant year, 
May Halcyons in her boſome build their neſt 
What ever ſtorms ſhall diſcompoſe my brealt. 


Weeping at Parting. 
 8ONG,* 


I. 
O gentle 0,744, go, 
Thou ſeeſt the Gods will have it fo , 
Alas! Alas !'tismuch in vain 
- Of theirill uſage to complain, 
 Tocurſe them when we want relicf, 

Leſlens our courage not our griet : 
Dear Oriana wipe thine eye, 


The time may come, that thou, and I 
Shall meet again, long, long to prove 
What Vigour abſence addsto1love, 
Smile 


Smile 0rania then, and let me ſee, | 
That look again, which ſtole my liberty, 


LT. 


But ſay that Oriane die, 
And thatlad moment may be aigh, 
The Gods that for a year can ſever, 
If it pleaſe them can part us evcr, 
They that refreſh, can make us weep. 
Ahd into Death can lengthen fleep, 
Kind 0rien4 ſhauld I hear 
The thing I fo extreamly fear, 
'Twill not be ſtrange, if it be ſaid, 
After a while, L too, am dead. 
Weep 0riana weep, for who docs know, 
Whether we e'r ſhall meet again below. 
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; Who freely gav'ſt the fewel and the flame, 


T be « M alecontent. 


| $.'0O.N G, | 
rn O Phillis ! Thot art fondly vain, | 

My wavering thoughts thus to moleſt, | 
Why ſhould my pleaſure be the onely pain, — 


That muſt torment my eaſie breaſt ? 
If with Prozeethens T had {toln fire, 
Fire from above, 
As ſcorching and as bright, as that of lov 
| I might deſerve Jove Ire, 
A Vulture then mighton my liver feed, 
 Eutnow eternally I bleed, 
And yet on Thee, on Thee lies all the blame, 
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The Indifferent. 
8 0NG, 


Rithee confeſs for my ke” and yourown, 
AmT the Manorno? 
If Tam he, thou can'ſt not do' t too ſoon, 
| If not, thou canſt not be too flow; 
If Woman cannor love, Man'sally”s great: 
Your Sex with ſoc much zcal to treat 3 7 
But if we freely proffer to purſue .. 
Our tender thoughts. and ſpotleſs love, 
" Which nothing (| ſhall remove, 
And you deſpiſe all this, pray what are you ?, >, 
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The HarBot. 
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 £Nlcdions hopeswhen will the ſtorm be 6're/ 
\/ When will the beaten Veſſel reach the 
ſhore! hg 
Long have I ſtriv'n with bluftring winds & tides, 
Clouds o're my head, Waves on my ſides ! 
Which in my dark adventures high did fivell, 
While heaven was black as hell. | 
'O Love, tempeftnous Love, yet, yet at Jaſt, | 
Let me ty Anchor caſt, 7 
And for the tr6ublesT have undergone, 
O bring me to a Port which I may call my own. 


T be Onconcerned. 


SONG. 


Ow that the world is all in amaze, 
Drums, & Trumpets rending heav'ns, 
Wounds a bleeding, Mortals dying, 
Widdows and Orphans piteoutly crying 3 
Armies marching, Towns ina blaze, 
| Kingdomes and States at fixes and fevens- 
What ſhould an honeſt-Fellow do, 
Whoſe courage,and fortunes run equally low? 
Let him live fay I till his glaſs be rub, 
As eafily as he may, ( ther, * 
Let the wine,and the ſand of his glaſs flow toge- 
For Life's but a winters day 3 
/ Alas from Sun to Sun, 
The time's very ſhort, very dirty the weather, 
And we filently creep away. 
G4 Le 
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= Thus a black yelyct Casket hides a Jewcl 3 


" POEMS. 
_Lethim nothing do, he could wiſh undone ; 
And keep himſclf ſafe from the noiſe of a Gun, 
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CO ns 


Zo Mr. Sam. Auſtin of Wadham Col.Oxon 


on His moſt unintelligible Poems. 


% 
w 
- 


WI for es E 
FP that ſmall mch- of time Iitole, to look 


»Onth'dbſcure depths of your myſterious Book 
(Heav'nblef my eye ſight!)what ſtrains did] yp: | 

_ .Whar Steropegeretick Poctric F | | 
What Hicroglyphick,words, what all, EX 
In Letters more than Cabaliltical ! 

Ourlittle fingers may our Verſes ſcan, 


 Butal our Noddles underitand them can 

No more;rthan readthat dung tork,pothook hang 
That in @neer's Colledge Library does ſtand. xt 
Thecutting Hanger of your wit can't'ſee, 


For chat ſame ſcabbard that conceals yourFancy: 


AE _ And 
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Anda dark woodhouſe, wholeſome winter fucls 

7, | Thus Johz Tradeskin tarves our greedy eyes, 
By boxing up his new found Rarities ; 

Wedread A4&0rs Fate, dare not look on, 


— 


0n fg. When you do ſcowre your skin in Helicon 
| We cannot (Lyzcers like) ſee through the wall 
Of your ſtrong Morter'd Poems ; nor can/all 
The {mall ſhot of our brains make one hole in 
2 The Bulwarke of your Book, that Fort to win. 
> [|| Opeth your meanings door, O do not lock ir ! 
: Undo the Buttons of' y our {waller Pocket, f 
- | And charitybly ſpend thofe Angelsthere, | 
Let them ijfrich and aCtuate our ſphere. 
Take oftour Bongraces,and ſhine upen us, 
| Though your reſplendent. beams {hould chance 
T cotanus. | | 
Had you but {toln your verſes, than we might 
| Hope in good time they would tave come to 
And felt I nota ſtrange Poctick heat (light 
Flaming within, which reading makes me ſiveat_ 
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Felcin ſhonld take 'em, add I'de not exempt 'em 

Becauſe they be things Onibus Inmen ademptune. 
I thought to have commended ſomething there 

But all exceeds my commendations far, 

I can fay nothing ; but ſtand ſtill, and ſtare, 

| Andery O wondrous, ſtrange, profound, & rate, 

Vaſt Wits miſt fathome you better than thus. 

You merit more than their praiſe : as for us 

 -* The Beetles of our Rhimes ſhall drive full 

5. - Mfr 

The wed ges of your worth to everlaſting. 


— — —— 


Fo my Ingenious Friend Mr. W il. 
liam Faithorn oz his Book of draw- 
ing, Ecching, and Graving. 


 OHould Iattempt an Elogy, or Frame 
JA Paper-ſtrufture toſecure thy name, 


The 


cre 


| re, 


i 


The lightening of one Cenſure, one ſtern frown 
Might quickly hazard that, and thy renown, 

Bat this thy Book prevents that fruitleſs pain, 
One line ſpeakspureligrThee,thanmy beſtſtrain. 
Thoſe myſterics (once like theſpitcful mold , 
Which bars the greedy Spaniard from his Gold. 3 
Thou doit unfold inevery friendly Page, 

Kind to the preſent, and ſucceeding Age. 

That Hand, whoſe curious Art prolongs the date | 
Offrail Mortality, and baflle's Fate 

With Braſs and Steel,can ſurely potent be 


| Torear alaſting monument for Thee - 


For my part I prefer (to guard the Dead) 
A Copper-Plate beyond aSheet of Lead, 

So long as Braſs, ſo long as Books endure, 

So long as neat wrought-Pieces Thou'rt ſecure. 
A|_ Faithorn ſculpſit ] is a charm can ſave 

From dull oblivion, and a gapeing grave. 
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An Explanation of an Emblem 


RE by V: H. 


Et thou thoſe Razer, the Light bove them s ? 
And that gay thing the Diadem ? 
The Wheel and Balance, which are ty'de 
Tth Gold, black Cloudson either fide? 
Set thou the winged Trumpeters with all”. 
That kick the World's blew tottering ball ? 
The flying Globe, the Glaſs thereon, 
Thoſe fragments of a Skeleton ? 
The Bayes, t he Palms, the Fighting men, 


4 


_ And written Scroul? —Come tell me then, 
Did thy orecuriouseye er ſee 

An apter Scheme of Miſery > 

Whats all;that Gold, and ſparkling Stones 

To that bald (cull, to thoſe Croſs beres ? 
What mean thoſeBledes ( whom men adore ) 
Toſtain the Earth with purple gore? 


Sack 
&S Ie 


Sack ſtately Towns, filk Banners ſpread, 
Gallop their Courſers orethedead, © 


Far more than this? and all to ſway 
But till thoſe ſands ſhall glide away. 
> | For when the Bubble World ſhall fiy 
' | With ſtretcht out Plumes, when the brisk cy 
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Shall cloſe with anguiſh, fink with tears, 

And th'Angels trumpets pierce our cars, - 

What's haughty Man or thoſe fine things, 

WhichHeaven calls Aex,though Men ſtile K ings? 
Vain World :diek ! and farewel fond renown y 


Give me the Glo#y,that's above the Crown ! 


LY Brow HTS 2 re 


For T boughts. 
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LE Houghts? What are they? 


- 


They are my conſtant Fricnds, 
| Who when harſh Fate it's dull brow bends, 
Un- 


Uncload: me with a failing Ray, 
Andi in the depth of midnight force a day. 


I1- 
When I retire, and flee 
The bulie throngs of Company, 


To hug my ſelf in privacy ; T 
| O the diſcourſe the pleaſant talk, A 
'Twixt us (my Thoughts)a long a lonely walk ! 


ITN, 


You like the ſtupifying Wine 
The dying malefactors 1p 
With ſhivering lip, 
T' abate the rigour of their doom, 
By aleſs troublous cyt to their long home 3 
- Make meſlight Crofles, though they pild uply, 
All by tt'enchantments of an extalie, -. 


Do 
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1v. 
Do I deſire to ſec 
The throne and Majeſtie 
Of that proud one 


Frother and VUnkle tothe Stars and Sun t | 
Thoſe can condut& me where ſuch Toy cs reſide, 


And waft mecrofs the Main, ſas wind and tide. 


f 


E V. 
Would I deſerie 
Thoſe radiant Manſions 'bove the Skie, 
Invihble by Mortal eye ? 
My Thoughts, my Thoughts can lay 
A ſhining Track thereto, 
And nimbly fleeting go - 
Through all the eleven 0rbs can ſhove away, 
Theſe too, ike Jacobs !adder, are 4/4 
A molt Angelick Thorongh-fare. 
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POEMS. 
V I. 
| The wealth that ſhines 
« th'Oriental Mines ; 
Thoſe ſparkling gems which Nature keeps. 
Within her Cabinets, the deeps; | 
The Verdant Fields, 
_ The Rarities the Rich world yields ; 
Rare Structures, whoſe each gilded ſpire 
| liſters like lihgtning ; which, while men admire, 
They deem the neighbouring Skie on fire, 
Theſe can gaze upon and glut mine eyes 
With fancies of varieties. . 
As on the front of Piſgah, I 
Can th'Holy Laxd through theſe py Opticks ſpice. 
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VII. 


Contemn we then 
The peeviſhrage of men, 


Whoſe violence ne'r can divorce 


Our 
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Our mutual amitie, 
Or lay ſodamn'd a Curſe 
As non addreſſes, twixt my thoughts and me : 
For though I figh inTrons, They 
's.Þ Uſe their old freedome, readily obey ; 
K And when my boſome-friends deſert awe, fiay. 


== 
hs of 


VIAL: 


Come then my dnitidgelr le ertibtace 
| My Priviledge; make known 
The high' prerogative Yown, 
By making all-allurements give you lace ; 
Whoſe ſweet ſociety to-mee, 
A ſanCtuary and a ſheild ſhajl be 
'Gaiuſt the fall Quivers of my Deſctinie. 
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ome Againſt T houghts. 


1. 


"Neolerable Racks ! 
Diſtend-my Soyl no more, 
Lond as the billows whentheyroar, | 
More dreadful thax the hideous thunder cracks. 
" Foes irlappeaſable ! chavſlay | 
My beſt.contents, aroundime ftand; 
Each like a Fury,with aTorch in hand 5 
An | fright me from the! bopes of one pood day. 
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When I feclude my ſelf, and ſay 

| How frolick will I be, 
Unfetter'd from my/Company | 
I'le bathme in felicity ! 


In come theſe Gueſts, 
They Harpy like defile my Feaſts, 
Oh the damn'd Dialogues, the curſed talky* 
'Twixt us(my CEO a ſulten walk. 


— 


I TT. 


You like the poiſonqus wine | 
. | The Gallants quaff 
To make'em laugh, 
Yet chance at laſt t'endure. 
From thence the tortures of a Calenture, 
i F ool me with feign'd reflections,till1 lie, 


. Stark raveing ina Bedlam extalie., 


FvV. 
Doldread 
The Starry Throne and Miajeity 
Of that High God, 
Who batters Kingdomes with an Iron Rod, 


LY 


And makes the Mountains ſtagger with anzd? 
H 2-. Ilat 
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That ſits upon the glorious Bow, 
©. Smiling at changes herebelow. 
Theſe goad me to his grand Tribunal, where 
They tell me I with horror muſt a ppear, 
And antedare amazements by grimfear. "B23 
| | V. 1 BT 
W ould I delcry | 
Thoſe happy Soul's bleitManfions bove the Sky 
Inviſible by mortal ey, 
And ina noble ſpeculation trace _ 
A journey to that ſhining place ? 
Canl afford a figh or two, 
Or breath a Wiſh that I might thither go - 
Theclip my plumes,and chill my blazing Love 
1 her © Icannot, cannot ſoar above. 
VI. 
The Fire that ſhines 


fa Subterrancan mines, 


The Chryltal'd ſtreams, 


The ſulphurrocks that glow upon 
The torrid banks of Phlegetow 3 
Thoſe footy fiends which nature keeps, 
Bolted and Barred upinthe deeps; 


Black caves wideChaſmas which who fee confeſ; 


Types of the Pit ſodeep, fo bottomleſs !- 

Theſe myſteries, thoughI fain would nox bebo'ds 
you to my view unfold - 

Like an adjudg'd offender, to the high 

Tarpeian Hill you force me. up, that I 

May fo be hurried headly down, and Die. 


VI". 


Mention not them — 
The ſtreng'th, and faculties of mer ; 
' Whole arts cannot expetl 
Thefe anguiſhes, this boſome-Heli. 
When down my aking head I lay 
In hopes to {lumber them away 3 


Per 
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Perchance I do beguile 
Their!tyrannya while, 


One, or two minutes, then they throng again, 
And reaſſault me with a trebled pain - 
Nay though I ſob 1n fetters, they 


Spare me not then 4 perplex me each ſad day, 
'"- Andwhoma very Turk would pity, flay. 


VIIT. Y 

Hence, Hence, ( my Jaylors ! ) Thoughts 
Letmy Tranguilities alone, {(be gone, 
* Shall Iembrace 
A Crocodile, or place 
M y choice affections on the fatal Dart, 

T hat {tabs me to the heart 2 

I hate your curſt proximity, 
Worſe than the venom'd arrows heads that be 
Cramm'd in the quiyers of my Delſtiny. 
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A Dooms-day T bonght. A®. 1555. 


Udement ! two ſyllables can make: 


The haughtieſt Son of '4da ſhake : 
'Tis coming, and 'twill ſurely come -  ./; 
The dawning to that Day of Doors 3 
O th' morning bluſh of that dread day, 


When Heav'n and Earth ſhall fteal away, ' 


Sha!l in their Priſtine Chaos hide, 
Rather than th angry Judge abide : 
'Tis not far off, methinks 1 ſee 
Among the Stars ſome dimmer be ; 
Some tremble, as their Lamps did fear 
A Neighbouring Extinguiſher. 

The greater Luminaries fail, 

Their Glortes by Eclipſes vall, 
Knowing cre long their borrow'd Light 
| Muſt fink in th' Univerſal Night. 
H 4 


| WheF# 


When I behold a Miſt ariſe, 
Strait to the ſame aſtoniſh't Eies 
Th' aſcending Clouds do'srepreſent 
A ſcene: of th' ſmoking Firmament. 
Oft when Lhear a bluitring Winde 
With a tempeſtuous murmur joyn'd, 
I phancy, Nature in this blaſt, | 
Pradtice's how to breath her Laſt; 
Or ſigh's for poor Man's miſery, 
Or pant's for fair!\Eternity, 
|  Coto the dull Church-yard, and fee 
. Thoſe Hillocks of Mortalitie, 
Where proudelt Man is one'ly found 
By a ſmall ſwelling in the Ground ; 
What crouds of Carcaſles are made 
. Slave to the pickax and the ſpade! 
Digg but a foot, or two, to make. 
AColdBed, forthy dead friends lake, 
| » -Tis odds but in that {cantling roome *. 
Z he " robb'{t a N1Nother ofhis Tombe, 


Orin thy delving ſmir'ſt upon 
Aſhinbone, or.a-Cranion : 

When th' Priſon's full, what next can be / 
But the grand Jay! Deliverie? | 
The great 4ſſsſe, when the pale Clay 
Shall gape, and render up it's Prey ; 
When from the dungeon of the Grave 
The meager Throng themfelves ſhall heave, 
Shake off their lirinen chaines,and gaze 
With wonder, when the world ſhall blaze, 
Then climbe the mountaines, ſcale the rocks, 
Force op'e the Deep's Eternal locks, 
Beſeech the Cliffs to lend an eare, 
© Obdurate they, and will not heare. 
What 2ne're acavern nee a Grot 
To cover from the common Lot ? 
No quite forgotten Hold, to ly 
Obſcur'd, and paſs the reck'ning by ? 
No — Ther's a quick all piercing Ey 
 Canthrough the Earth's dark Center pry, | 
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Search into th! bowels of the Sea, ' 
- Avd comprehend Eternity. 

| What {hallwe do then, when the voice 
Of the ſhrill 7-#-»p with ſtrotip fierce noiſe 
Shall pierce our ears, and funimon all 
Toth Univerſe wide Judgnient-Hall ? 
What fhall we do, we cannot hide, 

_ Nor yet that ſcrutiny abide - 

© | Whenenlarg'd Conſcience loudly ſpcaks, 
And all our boſom-feerets breaks ; 
When flames ſarroUnd, and greedy Hel 
Gapes for a Booty, (who can dwell 
With everlaſting Burnings ! ) when 
Irrevecable words ſhall paſs on Men ; 
Poor naked Men, who ſometimes thought 
Theſe frights perhaps would come to nought ! 
What ſhall we do? we cannot run 
For Refuge, or the {trict Judge fhun, 

- 'Tis too late #hex to think what courſe to take, 
While we live here, we muſt Provilion make. : 
; OO Virtws 


Virtus ſola manet, cetera mor- 


tis. erunt. 


* 


I. 


Unqutam fitivi, quz vehit aureo 
PaFolus alveo flumina 3 quo magis 
Potatur Hermms, tanto avare * 


Mentis Hydrops fitibundus ardet. 


In. 


F ruſtra caduci carceris incola 
Molirer Arces ; quilibet angulus 
Sat ofla poit manes reponet'; 


_ Exiguum ſatis eſt Sepulchrum. 


"108 POEMS. 
| | cs BET 
Nil ſtemma penſo, ail titulos maro*, 
Cerifve avi ti | ſanguinis indices, 
Sunt iſta fatorum, inque Lethes. 
Naufragium paticntur undis. 
Iv. 
Ergo i quicto pectoris ambiru 
Quid Mens anhelas fulgura gloriz, 
Laud6ſque i inanes, & loquacem 
-Quz Populi ſedet ore, famam, 
V. 


Zetho ſuperites gloria, ſomaii 
Dulcedo vana eſt, fama malignior, 
Nil taogit umbras, nec feretrum 


Ingreditur Popularis Aura. 
V I. 


| Manfſuraſcfor, fola fed invidi 
|. ExpersSepulchri ſydera trajicit, 
Spern6nſque fatorum tumultus 
Pellit humum generola Virtas. 


P OF 7 [ 8. 
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Prxceps noyorum c#tera meuſtum 
- Conſumet tas, ſerique temports 
Delebit annol1 vetuſtas ; 


; "Otopiat nova Regna Ez”. EF 


T ranſlated. av fÞ 
I. : 
Never thirſted fer the Golden Floud, 
Whichore Pattolus wealthy ſand do do's roule, 
From whence the Covetons mind receives no good, 
But rather ſivells the dropſie of his __ | 
* 2 IF 6 
On Pallaces why fhonld T ſet my mind, 
Impriſon'd in this bodies mouldring clay © 
'Ers long to poor ſi ſex foot of Earth confon <, 


| wOA bones wiſt crumble at ry fatal dy. | 
#3: KIL 


Titles and Pedigrees: what are they fowene; 
Or khanour gain'd by our Fore-Fathers toile; 
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The Sport of Fate, whoſe gaudieſt Pageantry 
Lethe will waſh out, dark Oblivion ſoyle. 


I'V, 

Why then (my Soul ) who fain would ſt be at eaſe; 
Should the Worlds glory datle thy bright Ey ? 
Thy ſelf with vaizt applaxſe why ſhouldſt thou pleaſe, 
Or dote on F ame which Fools may take fromT|, hee! 

V. 


Praiſe after Death is but a pleaſant dream, 
_. The Deadfare ne'r the worſe for ill report 5 
 . The Gboſts below know nothing of a Namt, 
Nor ever Popular Careſſes court, 


Vi. 


Give me the laſting Good, Vertue, that flies 
Above the Clouds, that tramples on dull Earth, 
Exempt from Fates tunultuous mntinies, 
Vertue, that caunot need « ſecond Birth : 


All .. 
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| VM. 

All othe - things nmſs bend their heads to Tims, | 

| By Ages mighty Torrent born away, 

Hereafter no more thought on than my Rhime, © 
or Fatry Kingdomes in Ultopia. 


The Immoveable 
$0 NG. 
_ 


Hat thou gh the Sk'e be clouded OTE, 
And Fleav'ns fnfluence ſmile no more 3 
Though Tempeſts rite, and Farthqurakes make 
The giddy World's foundation ſhake? 
.& gallant breaſt contemns the feeble blow 
Of angry Gods, and ſcorns what Fate can do, 
VWhat 
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| II. 
What if Alarums ſounded bez. 
And we muſt face our enemy, 
IfCannons bellow out a death, 
- Or Trumpets wooaway our breath? 
'Tis brave amidſtthe glittering Throng to die, 
Nay $a#*pſon like to fall with Company, 


I11. 


| Then let the Swordman domineer. 


Ican, nor Pike, nor Muſket fear 5 
Clog me with Chains, your envies tire, 
For when Lwill, I can expire 5 
* And when thepuling fit of Life is gone; 
The work that cruel man can do; is done. 


LE 


TOr to the Hills where Cedars move 
Their cloudy heads,not to the grove 
of Myrtles in th' Ehſf6an ſhade, 
Nor Tempe which the Poets made 
Not on the ſpicy mountaines play 
Or travail to Arabia - 
I aime notat the careful throne, 
Which Fortune's darlings fit upon ; 
No, no, the beſt this fickle world can give 


Has but a lirttle, little time to live. 


POE 


IL 
But let me ſoar; © let me flic 
Beyond poor Earths benighted ey, 
Beyond the pitch ſwift Eagles towre, 
*Above the reach of humane Power 3 
Above:the Stars, above the way, 
Whence Phebhus darts his piercing ray, 
O let me tread thoſe Courts that are, 
So bright, ſo pure, fo bleſt, ſo fair, 
As neither thou, nor I muſt never, know 
On Earth 'tis thither, thither would I go. 


POEMS, ny 
T he Cordial. 


In the year 1'65 7: 


S Oo NG, 
EL 


FNY'd you hear of the News (O the News ) 
how it thanders | 
. Do but fee, how the block headed Multitude 
(wonders! | | 
: One fumes,& ſtamps, & ſtares to think upon 
What others wiſh as faſt, Confuſion. 
One ſwears we're gome,another juſt a going, 
While a third fits and cryes, 
'Till his half blinded eyes, 
Call him pitiful Rogue for fo doing. 
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Let the tone be what 'twill that the mightyone, 
utter, | 
Let the cauſe be. what wrill why the poorer,ſort 
| mutter ; 
I care not what your ſtate confounders do, 
Nor what the ſtout repiners undergoe -. 
1 cannot whine at aty alterations 5 
Let the Swed beat the Dane ? 
Or be beaten again, . 
What am1 in the croud of the Nations? - 
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ITT. 


What careI if the North and South Poles come | 
together ; | 
If the Turk, or the Pope's Antichriſtian, or nei. 
ther ; 
If fine Mons be( as Neſofaid) 
From mortals ina peeviſh fancy fled : 
Rome, when 'twas all on fire, her people 
mourning, = Twas 
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of Twas an Emperonr could ſtand. 
| With hisharpinhis hand 
re Sing and play,while the City was burning. 


RC — 


Celadon on Delia ſinging. 


'O, Delia ! forl "I, tis ſhe, 
It muſt be ſhe, for nothing leſs could move 
My tuneleſs heart than ſomething from, 4bove 
I hate all earthly harmonie - | 
| Hark, Hark ye Nymphs, and ſatyrs all around! 
[ & Hark how the bafledEccho taints;ſee how ſhe dies 
| Lookhowthe winged Quire all gaſping lyc's : | 
At the melodious ſound 
| | See, while ſhe fings, 
= | How they droop and hang their w ings ! 
Angelick] Deli«ſing no more, 
Thy fong's tao great for mortal care ; 
Thy charming notes wee can no longer bear - 
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O then inpity tothe World give o'ce, 

And leave us {tupid as we were before, 
Fair Dela take the fatal choice, 

Or veil thy beauty, or ſuppreſs thy Voice. 


His Pafltons thus poot Celadox betray'd, 
When firſt he ſaw, when firlt he heard the lovely 


Maid. 


eA Charafler of 2 Belly God. 


Catins and Horace. 
Hor ACC. 


Hence Brother Caſe, and whither bound $- 
Faſt ? 


Ca. 0h, Sir, you muſt excuſe me I m in haſte, 
Tdine with my (Lord Mayor) andcan't allow | 


Timefor our eating Directory now, 


Tho 
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Thoughl1 muſt needs confeſs, I think my Kzles 
Would prove Pythagoras and Plato Fooles. 
Hor. Grave Sir', I muſt acknowledge , tis 4 
To interrupt at ſuch a nick of time ; (crime 
Ter ſtay alittle Sir , it is no Sim; 
Toure to ſay Grace e re dinner can begin ; 
Since you at food ſuch Virtaoſo are, 
Some Precepts to an hungry Poet ſpaxe, 
Ca. | grant you Str,next pleaſure t'ane in cating 
Is that (as we docall it )) of repeating; 
I {till have Kitching Syſtems in my mind, 
And from my Stomegchs tames a brain well lin'd, 
Hor. Whence prey Sir learnt you thoſe gender 
Arts, Fo 
From one at bome , or byr' d from foreign parts? > 
Ca. No names Sir ( I beſeech you, ) that's foul 
* play 
Wene'r name Authors,only what they ſay. 
1, For Eggs chuſe long, theround ate out of fa- 
* Unſavoury and diftaſteful tothe Nation ( {hio, 
C& > Er 


©'Erefince the brooding Rump they're addle too, 
*In the long Egg lyes Cock: a-doodle-doo.” (dry, 
- 2,* Chuſe Coleworts planted 'on afvile that's 
| cEven they are worſe for th' wetting ( verily! ) 
| 3. © [f friend from far ſhall come toviſit, then 
| *Say thon wouldlt treat the wight wi® mortal Hex 
<Do'nt thou forthwith pluck of the cackl/ing head 
* And impale Corps on $pit affoon ag dead 3 
 ©Forſo ſhe will be r9ugh beyond all meaſure , 
« And fricnd/ſhall make a trouble of a leafuity 
oy Steep t 1n-good wine let her her life ſurrender, 
© O then ſheeleat moſt admirably tender. (beſt, 
: © Muſhromes that grow in meadows are the 
e __ ought I know there's poyſon in the reſt. 


5. © He that would many happy Summers ſee, 
< Let him eat Mulberies freſh off the Tree , 
© Gather'd before the Sun's too high, for theſe 
© Shall hurt his ſtomack leſs than Cheſhire Cheeſe. 
5 6 Aufidius(had you done fo t'had-undone ye) 
< Sweetned his morning's:draughts of Sack:with 
'» Honey, © | But 


Me 
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*But he did ill,to empty veines to give 
Y, 8 © - 40s Potion for a Lenitive. 


5 £3 © If any man to drink do theein veigle in, 
by 8; if whet thy whiſtle with ſome good Metheglin. 
n $. © If thou art boxnd, and in continual doubt 
7 © Thou ſhalt get in no more till ſomeget out, 
d © The Muſcle, or the Cockle will unlock 


© Thy bodies trunck, and givea vent to zock ; 
© Some ſay that Sorrel Steep't in Wine will do, 
*But to be ſure, put in ſome Alpes too, | 
7 9.<All pel-fjþ( with the growing Aon increaſ; ) 
"© Are eyer when ſhe fills her Orb the beſt , ; 
© But for brave Oyſters Sir.exceeding rare, 
© They are not to be met with every where ; 
© Your Wall fleet Oyſters no man will prefer 
© Before the juicy Graſs-green Colcheſter ; 
« Hungerford Crawfiſh match me if you can , 
<There's noſuch crawlers in the Ocean, © (think 
' To, © Next for your Suppers, you (it may be) 
© There goe's no more to't,but jult eat and drink; 
: | But 
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© But let me tell you Sir, and tel you plain, - 
e To dreſs 'em well requires a man of brain; 
* His Palate muſt be quick, and ſmart, and ſtrong, 
© For ſauce, a very Critick in the tongue. 
11. * He that payes dear for Fiſh, nay though 
the beſt, 
© May pleaſe his F;fomonger more than his Gueſt, 
. *If he be ignorant what ſauce is proper, 
© There's Machiavel in th” Afenage of a Supper. 
12, © For Swiner-flefp, give me that of the wild 
/ Boar, 
6 Purſu' dand hunted all the Forreſt o're ; 
*He to the liberal 0ke ncre quits his love, 
.cAnd when he hnds no #corms, grunts at Jove 3 
_ ©The'Hanipſorre Hog with Peaſe and Whey that's 
; ted 
©Stid up, 1s neither good alive nor dead, 
13. Thetendre]ls of the /7ze are Sallads good 
© If when they are in ſeaſon underſtood. 
4. *It ſervants to thy board aRabbet bring » 
cBE 
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<Bewiſe and in the firſt FRA carVe a wing, 


15. * When Fiſh and Fowl are right, and at 
juſt age, j 
* A feeders curioſity t'allwage, — 
*If any ask, who found the Myſtery ? 


Lethim enquire nofarther, I am he, 


16. © Some fancy bread out ofthe Oven hot , 
* Variety's the Gluttor's happieſt lot. 
17. *Its not enough the #ive you have be 
pare, | 


Cd But of your Ogl ab well you inks be ſure, 


18. ©Ifany fault bein the gezerous Wine, 
© Setitabreadall night, and twill refine, 


© But never ſtreinit, nor letit paſs through [- 


nen., 
© ine will be worſe for that, as well as Wa 
19. © The Vintner that of Malagaand Sherry 
*With damn'd ingredients patcheth up Cazary, 
c {With ſegregative things as Pigeons eggs 
" Strait purifies, and takes away the dregs. 
20 *An 


f 
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gn? *An' ore-charg'd Stomack roaſted ſhrimps 
| will eaſe, 
The Cure by Lettrce is worſe than the diſeaſe. 
21, ©To quicken appetite it will behoove ye 
+ To feed couragioully on good Anchovie. 
22. © Weſtphalia Hamr,and the Bolognia Sawſage; 
< For ſecond or third courſe will clear a paſlage 
© But Lettuce after meales ! fie on't, the G lutton 
© Had better feed uppn Ramzally-Mutton. 
23, © Twere worth ove's while in Palace or in 
cottage, s: 
*Right well to know the ſundry forts of Po#tage, 
© There is your French Pottage, Nativity broth , - 
© Yet that of Fetter [axe exceeds them both ; 
© About a limb of a departed Twp | 
©There may you ſee the green herbs boyling up, 
* And fat abundance o're the furnace floate, 
* Refembling 17hale-0y1 ina greenl and Boat. 
24. © The Kentiſh Pippin's beſt, I dare be bold, 
<T hat ever blew-cap Coſtard-monger (old. 
9 5 Of 
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25, © Of Grapes, 1 like the Raiſtns of the Sw ;, 
«I was the Firſt immortal Glory won, 
© By mincing Pickle Herrings with theſe Raiſin; 
« And Apples; 'Twas I ſet the world a gazing, 
© When once they 1alt ed of this Hogan Filh, 
© Pepper and Salt examelling the diſb, 
26. ©'Tis ill to purchaſe great Fiſh with great 
- matter, + AAA nile des tut 
* And then toſerve it up in ſcanty platters 
© Noris it lefſe unſeemly ſome believe, 
*From Boy with greaſy fiſt drinkto receive, 
© But the cup foul within' 5s enough to make 
- © A ſqueamiſhcr eature puke and turn up Ganddeb. 
27, © Then Broom: and Napkins and the Flan- 
der's Tyle, 
Theſe mult be has tOO, Or wake Feaſt you ſpoil, 
© Things little thought on, and not very dear, 
* And yet how much they coſt one in a year 
28, *Would'ſt thou rubAlablaſter with hands ſa- 
* Or ſpreda Dzaper cloth on dirty Table ? (ble, 


© more 
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© Morecoft, more worſhip : Come, be @ la mode, 
4s *Embeliſh Treat , as thou wouldft do an Ode. . 
| Hor. 0 learned ſir, bow greedily I bear 
This elegant Diatriba of good cheer | 
 Nowbyal that s good, by all provant you love, 
By fiurdy Chine of Beefe, and mighty Jove, 
I dd conjure thy gravity, let me ſee 
The man that made thee t his diſcovery ; 
For he that ſees Original's more happy 
Than him that draws by an ill favour d Copy s 
Obring me to the man, 1 [o admire / 
The Flint froe: whence bake forth theſe ſperks of 
fire, 
. What ſatisfa@tion would the viſtons bring ? 
If ſiveet the ſtream,much fweeter is the ſpring. 


___ —_— 


T be Advice. 


S$ 0.NG, 


| oor Celia once was very fair 
P A-quick bewitching ey ſhe had, - -* 
Moft neatly look't her braided haire, 
| +. er dainty checks would make you mad_ 
Upon her lip did all the Graces play, 
| And on herbreaft ten thouſand Cipids lay 


I I. 


” 
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Then many adoting Lover came j \ 
From ſevexteen till twenty one, 

Each told her of his mighty tlame , 

_ But ſhe( torſocth ) aflected none, 


One 
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Os was not hanſome,t'other was not fine. 
This of Tobacco ſmelt; and that of Wine. 


I1L. | | i 
But rother day it wasmy fate, | 
To walk along that way alone , 
Ifawno Coach before her gate, 
- 'Butatthe door I heard her moane, 
She dropt a tear, arid fighing ſeem'd-to fay -; 
Young Ladies marry, Marry while you may ! 


i 
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Pſalme. 15. Paraphras 4. 
VERSE. 1. 


Ho ſhall approach the dread Jehova's 
Throne, 

Or dwell within thy Courts O Holy one ! 
That happy man whoſe feet ſhall tread the ry, 1 
Up 870x's hill, that holy hill of God. 


VERSE. 


' POEMS. 


xp VERSE 2. 

He that s devout wy {tri& in all he does, 
That through the ſinful world uprightly goes, 
The deſp'rate heights fromwhence the great ones 

fall 
( Giddy with fame oils not his head at all - 
Stands firm on Howowrs pinacle, and fo 
Fears not the'dreadful precipice below. 
Of Conſcience tot of Man he ſtands in awe, 
Juſt to obſerve cach tittle of the Law ! 
His words and thoughts bear not a double part, 
His boca | is oye and he ſpeaks his heart. 


{ 


VERSE 3. 


14< that reviles not, or with cruel words, 

(Deadly as venome, ſkarp as two edg'd.fiy ords ) 
Murthers his friends repute, nor dares be'1eve, 

' That Tumour which his Nerghbour's foul may 


grieve: 


K - But 
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But with kind words embalme $ his bleeding 
' Name, 
Wipes of the rult, and poliſhes his fame, 


VERSE IV. 


He in whoſe eys the braveſt Chas be. 
3 Extrecmly vile, though rob'din, Majeſties ; 
| Butifhe ſpiesa righteous man (though poor) 
; | Him he can honour, love, admire, adore, 
| Ins humbled plains had rather ſtay, 
|| Thanin the tents of Kedar bare the ſway: 
|} He that feverely keeps his ſacred vow , 
| No mental reſervationdares allow ; 
| But what he ſwears, intends; wil rather dy, 
: | Lofeall he has, thentell a ſolemn Ly. 


VERSE, V. 


He that extorts not from the needy Gul, 
When Laws his Tyranny cannot control ; - 
He whom a thouſand Empires cagnot hire, 


Againſt, 
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Againſt a guileleb perſon to conſpi pire, 

He that has theſe perfe&tionsgneeds no more 

Whar*treaſures can be added to his {tore : 

The Pzremids ſhall turne to duſt, to hide 

Their own vaſt bulk, . and haughty Founders 
pride. FE c 

Leviathan ſhall dy within <% deep!, EH 

' Theeyes of heaven cloſcineternal ſleep ; 

Confuſion may o're whelm both ſea, and land 

Mountains may tumble down, but he ſhajlſtand. 


| Bananas. 
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JOB. 


| ay be the days, that feeble man muſt breath, 
Yet frequent Troubles antedate his death - 

Gay like a flow'r he comes, which newly grown, 

Fades of it ſelf, or is untimely mowne : 

Like 2 thin atry ſhadow does he flic, 

| Lengthn ng and ſhortning (till until he die © 

And does Jehova think on fucha one, | 

Docs ke behold him from his mighty throne ? 

Will he contend with ſuch a worthleſs thing, 


Or duſt arid Aſhes into jadgment bring ? 


_ 


Uncican, uncleanis man cy'n fromthe womb 
Unclcan he fails into his drowzy Tomb. 
y 
Surly, he cannot anſwer God, nor be 


Accountcd pure, before ſuch purity. 


A Dialogue. 
Orpheus and Euridice. 


Orpheus. 
Uridice, my fair, my fair Euridice ! 
*—\y love, my joy, my life, if ſo thou be 
In Plato's Kingdome anſwer me, appear 
And come to cvy poor Orphens. -— | 
Exr..Oh1 hear 
I hear, dear Orpheis, but I cannot come 
Beyond the bounds of dull Elizinm. 
I cannot — 
Or. And why wilt thou not dray near ? 
Is there within theſe Courts a ſhade ſo dear 
As he that calls thee? —- 
Exr. No.,there cannot be 
3 A thing ſo lovely in mine cycs as thee. 
4 |  X _ | Orph, Why 


oeph. Why comes not then Euridice: " 0 
Eur. The lid 

The "Viap forbid, and theſe cternal Gates , 
Never unharr'd, to leta privner go 


Deny me paſlage, nay grim Cerberus t00 
Stands at the door —- 
| Or : But cannot then 
They that ore Lethe 89, return agen: ? 
Eur : Never oh never! — 
|  Orp-$ure they may, let stry 
# Tfart can null the laws of Deſtiny. 
My Layescompatted Thebes,made every Tree 


'* Looſen it's rootsto caper, come let's ſee 
# Whatthou and Ican'do ? 

23 Chor. Perchance the throng 

* Of Ghoſts may be cnchanted with a ſors 

And mov'd to Pity, — 

| Eur. Hark the hinges mave—-. 

| The Gate's unbarr'd, 1 come, Icome my love. 


| Chorus 
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2 Chorus Ply Ca | 
Twas muſick, only muſick could un-fpet 
Helpleſſe, undone Exridiee from Hell.. = 


£ 


 Nudus Redibo 


TAked I came whenl began to be 
Aman among the {0ns of miſcrie, 
Tender, unarm'd, helplefie and quite forlorn 
 Erefince 'twas my hard fortune to be born $ 

Aad whenthe ſpace ofa few weary dayes 
Shall be expir'd, then muſt Il go my waycs. 
Naked I ſhall return, and rothing have, 
N: thing wherewithto bribe my hungry grave. 
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Then what's the prondeſt Adonarch's glitteririg 
Robe, | 

Þ Or whats he more, thanl, that rul'd the Globe) 
| . Since we muſt all without diſtin@ion die, 

iſ And lumber both ſtark naked, He and 1. 
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Onthe Commentaries of MellireBlaize 
' de Montluc. Tothe Worthy Tranſla- 
tor Charles Cotton, Bq; 


S 7, that would aptly write of warlike men, 
Should make his Ink of blood, a VOWGe hi, 
Pen : 7 

At lcaſt he muſt their memories abnſe, 

Who writes with leſs than Maro's mighty Muſe : 
- All (Sir ) that Icould fay of this great Theme 
K The Brave Aontinc) would letien his eſteem ; 
; Whoſe .. 
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Whoſe Laurels too much native verdure have, 


To need the Praiſes vulgar Chaplets crave + 
His own bold hand ,what it. durſt write ,durſt do». 
Grappled with Enemies,and Oblivion too ; ; 
Hewd his own Monument, and grav'd thereon» 
Its deep and durable infcription: 

' To you ($77) whom the valiant Author owes, 
His ſecond Life, and Conqueſt o're his Foes, 
Illnatur'd Foes, Time and DetraQtion, 
What is a Stranger's Contribution | 
Who has net ſuch a ſhare of vanity, 

To dream that one, who with ſuch induſtry 
Obliges all the world, can be oblig'd by me. 
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The Diſappointment. 
Pindarique Ode- 


STANZA I. 


O*: have I pondred in my penlive heare, 
When even from my ſelf I've ſtoll n away, 
And heavily confiderd many a day, . 
The canſe of all my anguiſh, and my ſmart : 
Sometimes beſides a ſhady grove, 
( As dark as were my chonghts, as cloſe as was 
my Love ) 
Dejetted have I walkt alone, 
Acquainting ſcarce my ſelf with my own 
moan. 
Once I reſolv'd undaunted]y to hear, - 
What 'twas my Paſſions had to ſay, 


Be 


yp 


To find the realon of that uproarethere, 
And calmly, ifT could, toendthe fray : 
No ſooner was my reſolution known 
Bur I was all-Confuſion; 
Fierce Anger, flattering Hope, and black Def 
pair, 
Bloud yRevenge,and moſt ;ienoble Fear, 


* Now altogether clamorous were, 


My brealt a perfed&t Chas grown, 
A maſsof nameleſs things together hurld, 
Like th' formleſs Embrio of the unborn world, 
Jaſt at it's rouzing from eternal night, 
Before the great Creator ſaid, Let there be light. 


| « 

Thrice happy then are Beaſts ſaid I, 
That underneath theſe pleaſant Coverts ly, 
They only ſleep, andeat, and drink, 

They never meditate, nor think ; 

Or if they do, havenot the unhappy art 


'To 
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To vent the overflowings oftheir heart, 
They without trouble live, without diſorder die, 
Regardleſs of Eternity. 
I faid, I would like them be wiſe, 
And not perplex my ſelf in vain, 
Nor bite the-uncaſic Chain, 
No no faid I, I will Philofophize ! s 
And all th' il] natur'd Wor!d deſvife - 
But when I had reflected long, 
"And with deliberation chought 
How few have prattic'd , what they gravely 


© 
% 


taught, 
- ( Tho' 'tis but folly to complain ) 


i judg d it worth'a generous diſdain, 
And brave defiance in Pindarique Song. 


